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PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. King. 


Has ſtrove to pleaſe a dull ungrateful Age: 
With Heroes and with Gods we firſt began, 
And thunder'd to you in heroick Strain. 

Some dying love- ſick Queen each Night you enjoy'd, 
And with Magnificence, at laſt were cloy'd : 

Our Drums and Trumpets frighted all the Women; 
Our fighting ſcar'd the Beaux and Billet Deux Men. 
So Spark in an Intrigue of Quality, 

rows weary of his ſplendid Drudgery;_ 

Hates the Fatigue, and cries, a Pox Wang bw 
What a damn'd Buſtle's here with Love and Honour. 
In humbler Comedy, we next appear, 
No Fop or Cuckold, but flap-daſh we had him here 
We ſhow'd you all,. but you malicious grown, 

Friends Vices to expoſe, and hide your ownz 'F 

ry, Damn it—This is ſuch, or ſuch a one. 4 
et nettled, Plague, What does. the Scribler mean ? 
ith his damn'd Characters, and Plot obſcene. 
o Woman without Vizard in the Nation 

an ſee it twice, and keep her Reputation | 
That's certain, Forgetting—— | 

hat he himſelf, in every groſs Lampoon, 
er lewder Secrets ſpread about the Town ; 
hilft their feign'd Niceneſs is but cautious Fear, 
heir own Intrigues ſhould be unravel'd here. 

Our next Recourſe was dwindling down to Farce, 
hen—Zounds, what Stuif's here? tis all oer my 
Nell, Gentlemen, ſince none of theſe has ſped, 
ad, we have bought a Share i” th' ſpeaking Head. 
do there you'll ſave a Slice, | | 
ou love good Huſbandry in all but Vice ; 
horing and Drinking, only bears a Price. 


A 2 


ON G, and at vaſt Expence, the induſtrious 5 


— —— TER 


Stentor anſuers. Speak louder, King, if you'd hare 


Hum There tis again, 


IThoſe Siſters too, the ſcandalous Wits do ſay, 
But thoſe Amours are perfect Sympathy, 


| Whil fo much Judgment in your Choice you ſhen, 


PROLOGUE. 


The Head riſes upon à twiſted Pofl, on a Bench fein 
under the Stage. After King ſpeaks to its Mouth, 


——— 
Stentor, Oh! 0h! Oh! 


Her bis it Sings Sawny, laugbs, Cries, God Lt 
| the King in Order. 


me repeat; 
Plague of this Rogue, he will be. 
tray the Cheat. 25 


He ſpeaks louder, it anſwers iudirectſy. 


Pox of your Echo with a northern Strain. 
Well— This will be but a nine Day's Wonder too; 
There's nothing laſting but the Puppet's Shew. 
What Lady's Heart ſo hard, but it would move, 
To hear Philander and Irene's Love. 


Two nameleſs, Keeping-Beaux, have made ſo gay; 


Their Gallants being as meer Machines as they. 

Oh! how the City Wife, with her own Ninny, 

Is charm'd with, Come into my Coach—Miſs Jem 
Miſs Jenny. 1 

But overturning—Frible cries—Adzings, 

The jogling Rogue has murder'd all his Kids. 

The Men of War cry Pox on't, this is dull, 

We are for rough Sports, Dog Hector, and the ul. 

Thus each in his Degree, Diverſion finds, 

Your Sports are ſuited to your mighty Minds; 


'The Puppets have more Senſe than ſome of you. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. AChanter. 


5 Enter Elaria and Mopſophil. 
. J. g ; 
Curſe upon that faithleſs Maid, 
"My, | Who firſt her Sexes Liberty betray'd ; 


Born free as Man to love and range, 
Till nobler Nature did to Cuſtom change.. 
Cuſtom, that dull Excuſe for Fools, 
Who think all Virtue to conſiſt in Rules. 


Tul. i 
II. 
From Love our Fetters never ſprung, 
al That ſmiling God, all wanton, gay and young, 


Shews by his Wings he cannot be 

Confined to a reſtleſs Slavery; 

But here and there at Random roves, 

Not fix d to glittering Courts, or ſhady Groves. 
88 N $ III. Then 
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III. 
Then ſhe that Conſtancy profeſt, 
Was but a well Diſſembler at the beſt; 
And that imaginary Sway 6 
She feign'd to give, in ſeeming to obey, 
Was but the Height of prudent Art, 
To deal with greater Liberty her Heart. 
[After the Song Elaria gives 
her Lute to Mop/ophil. 


Ela. 'This does not divert me: 
Nor nothing will, till Scaramonch return, 
And bring me News of Cinthio. _ "Ew 

Mop. Truly I was fo ſleepy laſt Night, I knew 
nothing of the Adventure, for which you are kept ſo 


_ Priſoner to day, and more ſtrictly guarded than 
uſual. 


Ela. Cintbio came with Muſick laſt Night under 
my Window, which my Father hearing, ſallied out 


with his Mermidons upon him; and claſhing of Swords 
I heard, but what Hurt was done, or whether Cinthio 
were diſcovered to him, I'know not; but the Billet! 


ſent him now by Scaramouch, will occaſion me ſome 
Intelligence. 


Map. And ſee Madam where your truſty Roger 
comes. 5 


Euter Scaramouch, preping on all Sides before he enters. 


-You may advance, and fear none but your 
Friends. 


Scar. Away and keep the Door. | 
Ela. Oh dear Scaramouch haſt thou been at the 


Vice Roys! I. Heat. 
Scar. Ves, yves. 


Ela. And haſt thou delivered my Letter to his Ne- 


phew, Don Cintbio? | 
Scar. Yes, yes, what ſhould I deliver elſe? 
Ela. Wel and how does he? 


[Fanning himfelf with his Cap. 
y — Scar. 
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The Emperor of the Moon. 7 
Scar Lord, how ſhou'd he do? Why, what a la- 


borious Thing it is to be a Pimp? 25 

Ela. Why, well he ſhou d do. : 

Scar. So he is, as well as a Night-adventuring 
Lover can be, —he has got but one Wound, Madam. 
Ela. How! wounded ſay you? Oh Heavens! tis 
not mortal? | 
Scar. Why, I have no great Skill, — but they 
ſay it may be dangerous. 

Ela. I die with Fear, where is he wounded ? | 

Scar. Why, Madam, he is run —— quite through 
the — Heart, but the Man may live, if I pleaſe. 

Ela. Thou pleaſe! Torment me not with Riddles. 

Scar. Why, Madam, there is a certain cordial Bal- 
ſam, call'd a fair Lady; which outwardly applied to 
his Boſom, will prove a better Cure than all your 
Weapon or Sympathetick Powder, meaning your 
Ladyſhip. | 

Ela. Is Cinthio then not wounded ? 

Scar. No otherwiſe than by your fair Eyes, Ma- 
dam ; he got away unſeen and unknown. 

Ela. Doſt know how precious, Time is, and doſt 
thou fool it away thus? What ſaid he to my Letter ? 

Scar, What ſhould he ſay ? y 

Ela. Why, a hundred dear ſoft Things of Love, 
kiſs it as often, and bleſs me for my Goodneſs. 

Scar, Why ſo he did. 


Ela. Aſk thee a thouſand Queſtions of my Health. 
after my laſt Night's Fright, | 
Scar. So he did. TY | 
Ela. Expreſſing all the kind Concern Love could: 
inſpire, for the Puniſhment my Father has inflicted 


on me, for entertaining him at my Window laſt 
Night. | | 


Scar. All this he did. / 
Ela. And for my being confin'd a Priſoner to 
Apartment, without the Hape or almoft Poſſibility: of 


ſeeing him any more. 


Scar, There I think you are a little miſtaken, for 
beſides the Plot that L have laid to bring you toge- 


ther all this Night, —— there are. ſuch, Stratagems 
| abrewing, 


— 
— —  _—— ͤ— — pa 


_ abrewing, not only to bring you together, but with 


E Maſter, the Doctor) is a little whimſical, romantick, 
or Don Quick-ſottiſh, or ſo, ——— 


velling to the Moon. 


- _ there, that he diſcourſes as gravely of the People, 


and thence to Heaven; an heroick Buſineſs, call'd, 


| Geeſe; with another philoſophical Piece, 4 Di/cour/: 
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your Father's Conſent too; ſuch a Plot, Madam, 
Ela. Ay, that would be worthy of thy Brain; pr'y. 
thee what — 
Scar. Such a Device. 
Ela. I'm impatient. | 
Scar. Such a Conundrum, Well, if there be 
wiſe Men and Conjurers in the World, they are in- 
triguing Lovers. 
Ela. Out with it. 
Scar. You muſt know, Madam, your Father (my 


Ela. Or rather mad. 

Scar. That were uncivil to be ſuppoſed by me; 
but lunatick we may call him without breaking the 
Decorum of good Manners; for he is always tra- 


Ela. And ſo religiouſly believes there is a World 


Wy SS T7, A \ __ bus HS Oo 


their Government, Inſtitutions, Laws, Manners, Re- 

ligion, and Conſtitution, as if he had been bred a 

Machiavel there. | 
Scar. How came he thus infected firſt ? 


Ela. With reading fooliſh Books, Lucian's Dia- 
logue of the Lofty Travellerg who flew up to the Moon, 


The man in the Moon, if you'll believe a Spaniard, who 
was carried thither, upon an Engine drawn by wild 


of the World in the Moon ; with a thouſand other ri- 
iculous Volumes, too hard to name. 
Scar. Ay, this reading of Books is a pernicious 
Thing. 1 was like to have run mad once, readin 
Sir John Mandevile ; but to the Buſineſs, — 
went, as you know, to Don Cinthio's Lodgings, where 
I found him with his dear Friend Charmante, laying 
their Heads together for a Farce. 
Ela. Farce, —— WHERE 
Scar. Ay, a Farce, which ſhall be call'd, —— The 
World in the Moon : Wherein your Father ſhall be ſo 
8 | ; 3" TR 
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The Emperor of the Moon. 
impos · d on, as ſhali bring Maxters moſt magnificently 


about.— 
Ela. I cannot conceive thee, but the Deſign muſt 
be good fince Cinthio and Charmante own it. 


Scar. In order to this, Charmante is dreſling himſelf 


like one of thę Caballiſts of the Ro/acry/fian Order, 
and is coming®to prepare my credulous Maſter for 
the greater Impoſition. I have his Trinkets here to 
play pon him, which ſhall be ready. : 

Fla. But the Farce, where is it to be ated ? 

Scar. Here, here, in this very Houſe; I am to 
order the Decoration, adorn a Stage, and place 
Scenes proper. ö 

Ela. How can this be done without my Father's 
Knowledge ? | 

Scar. You know the old Apartment next the great 
Orchard, and the Worm-eaten Gallery that opens to 
the River ; which Place for ſeveral Years no-body 
has frequented, there all Things ſhall be acted pro- 


| per for our Purpoſe. 


we ter- Mopſa running. 


Mep/a. Run, run Scaramouch, my Maſter's con- 
juring for you like mad bglow, he calls up all his 
little Devils with horrid Names, his Microſcope, his 
Horoſcope, his Teleſcope, and all his Scopes. 

Scar. Here, here 


Runs out, | 


Enter Bellemante abith a Book. 


| Bell. Here, take my Prayer Book, Oh Matres 


chear. i [ Embraces her, 
Ela. Thy Eyes are always laughing, Bellemante. 
Bell. And ſo would yours, had they been ſo well 
employed as mine, this Morning, I have been at the 
Chapel, and ſeen ſo many Beaus, ſuch a Number of 
Plumeys, I cou'd not tell which I ſhould look on 
moſt; ſometimes my W was charm'd with the 
E | ga 


I had almoſt forgot the Let- + 
ters ; here's one for you, and one for Mrs. Bellemante. 
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gay Blonding, then with the melancholly Noire, ah 


— 


non the amiable Brunet; ſometimes the baſhful, then 
again the bold ; the little now, anon the lovely tall; 
in fine, my Dear, I was embarraſs'd on all fides, [ 


did nothing but deal my Heart tout au tore. 


Ela. Oh, there was then no Danger, Couſin. 

Bell. No, but Abundance of Pleaſure. 

Ela, Why, this is better than fighing for Char- 
mante. : 

Bell. That's when he's preſent only, and makes 
his Court to me; I can figh to a Lover, but will ne- 
ver ſigh after him, —but oh the Beaus, the Beau, 
Couſin, that I ſaw at Church. : 

Ela. Oh you had great Devotion to Heaven then! 

Bell. And ſo I had; for I did nothing but admire 
its Handy-work, but | cou'd not have pray'd hearti- 
ly, if I had been dying ; but a Deuce on't, who 
ſhou'd come in and ſpoil all but my Lover Charmante, 
ſo dreſs'd, ſo gallant, that he drew together all the 
ſcatter'd Fragments of my Heart,  confin'd my wan- 
dering Thoughts, and fix'd 'em all on him: Oh hoy 


he look'd, how he was dreſs d. ＋F 


Singt. 5 


Chivalier, a Chevave Blond, 
Plus de Mouche, Plus de Powdre 
Plus de Ribons et Cannous. 


—— Oh what a dear raviſhing Thing is the Begin- 


* ning of an Amour ? 


Ela. Thou'rt ſtill in Tune, when wilt thou be 
tame, Be/lemante ? | 


Bell. When I am weary of loving, Elaria. 
Ela. To keep up your Humour, here's a Letter 


from your Charmante. 


Bell. reads. Alicious Creature, when wilt thou 
A V4 ceaſe to torment me, and either 
appear leſs charming, or more kind, I languiſh 
when from you, and am wounded when I ſee Jn, | 
4: A £6 an 
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The Emperor of 'the Moon. an © 
and yet I am eternally courting my Pain. Cinthio 


and Tarecontriving how we ſhall ſee you to Night. 
. Let us not toil in vain; we aſk but your Conſent; 
[ © the Pleaſure will be all ours; 'tis therefore fit we 


« ſuffer all the F ce Grant this, and love me, 
« if you will ſave the Life of . 
: | © Your Charmante. 


ive then Charmante / Live as long as Love 
can laſt ! | 
Ela. Well, Couſin, Scaramouch tells me of a rare 
Deſign's a Mar" to relieve us from this Captivity z 
here are we mew'd up to be eſpous'd to two Moon- 
calfs for ought I know ; for the Devil of any Hu- 
man thing is ſuffer d to come near us, without our 

Governante and Keeper, Mr.'Scaramouch. 
bs Bell. Who, if he had no more Honeſty, and Con 
ſcience, than my Uncle, would let us pine for Want 
of Lovers; but thanks be prais d, the Generofity of 
our Cavaliers has open'd their obdurate Hearts with 
a golden Key, that lets 'em in at all Opportunities. 
Come, n let s in, and anſwer their Billet Deux. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE II. A Garden, 


1 Doctor, with all manner of Mathematical Inflru- 
ments hanging at his Girdle; Scaramouch bearing a 
Teleſcope taventy (or more) Foot long. 


De8. Set down the Telefo .—Let me ſee, what 
Hour is it? 

Scar. About fix o Clock, art 

Doct. Then *tis about the Hour that RET Mo- 
narch of the upper World enters into his Cloſet; 
mount, mount the Teleſcope. 

Sek, What to do, Sir? | | 

Doct. I underſtand, at certain Moments eritical, 
One may be ſnatch'd of ſuch a mighty ona, Fans 
40 let the Sight i into boy uM Wen, | | 

| ef SLAC Ge bb 4 Scar. 

B 2 | | 


6. 


e for he looks not like the People of the lower 


| Enter Scaramouch Bare, bowing before Charmante, 


Vertue, is known with Joy to the renown'd Society, 


Are ſuch friendly and * Dæmons. 


a2 The Emperor of the Moon. 

Siar. How, Sir, peep into the King's Cloſet ; um 
* Favour. Sir, that will be ſomething uncivil. 

Deg. Uncivil, it were flat Treaſon if it ſhou'd be 
known, but thus unſeen, and as wiſe Polititiam 
ſhou'd, I take Survey of all: This is the Stateſman' 
Peepin -hole, thorough which he ſteals the Secret 
of his King, and ſeems to wink at Diſtance. 

Scar. The very Key-hole, Sir, thorough which 
with half an Eye, he ſees him even at his Devotion, 


Sir. [4 knocking at the Garden Gate, 
Doc. Take care none enter 


[ Scar. goes to the Door. 
Scar. Oh, Sir, Sir, here's ſome ſtrange preat Man 
eome to wait on you. 


Do#. Great Man ! from whence ? 
Scar. Nay, from the Moon-World, for ought 1 


Orb. 
Doc. Ha ! and that may be, wait on him in. 
[Ex. Scar, 


dreſt d in a flrange Habit, with Herioguin, Salutes 
the Doctor. | 


4 


Char. Doctor en. moſt 1 Sir, all hail ; 
Hail from the great Caballa——of Eutopia. 


Doe. Moſt reverend Bard, thrice welcome. 


[Salutes him low. 
Char. The Fame of your great Learning, Sir, and 


Do#. Fame, Sir, has done me too much Honour, to 
bear my Name to the renown'd Caballa. 
- * Char. You muſt not attribute it all to Fame, Sir, they 
are too learned and wiſe to take up Things from 
Fame, Sir ; our Intelligence is by Ways more ſecret 
and fablime, the Stars, and little Dzmons of the Air 
Inform. us all things, paſt, preſent, and to come. 
Doc. I muſt confeſs the Count. of Gabaliſt, ren- 
ders it plain, from Writ Divine and Human, there 


A 


Cbar. 


— — — 
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Char, I hope you do not doubt that Doctrine, Sir, 
which holds that the four Elements are-peopl'd with 
Perſons of a Form and Species more divine than vul- 
gar Mortals—thoſe of the fiery Regions we call the 
Salamanders, they beget Kings and Heroes, with Spi- 
FE tits like their Deietical Sires ; the lovely Inhabitants 
of the Water, we call Nymphs. Thoſe of the Earth: 
are Gnomes or Fairies. Thoſe of the Air are Silfs. 
Theſe, Sir, when in Conjunction with Mortals, be- 
get Immortal Races. Such as the firſt born Man, 
which had continu'd ſo, had the firſt Man ne'er doat- 
ed on a Woman. 

Do#. I am of that Opinion, Sir, Man was not 
made for Woman. | 

Char. Moſt certain, Sir, Man was to have been 
[ immortaliz'd by the Love and Converſation of theſe 
t charming Silfs and Nymphs, and Women by the 

Gnomes and Salamanders, and to have ſtock'd the 

World with Demy-Gods, ſuch as at this Day inhabit 
. the Empire of the Moon. | 

Dock. Moſt admirable Philoſophy and Reaſon— 
But do theſe Silfs and Nymphs appear in Shapes? 
Char. Of the moſt beautiful of all the Sons and 
Daughters of the Univerſe : Fancy, Imagiuation is 
not half ſo charming: And then ſo ſoft, ſo kind! 
but none but the Caballa and their Families are bleſt 
with their Divine Addrefſes. Were you but once 

admitted to that Society | | 

De. Ay, Sir, what Vertues or what Merits can 
Waccompliſh me for that great Honour? a 

Char. An abſolute Abſtinence from carnal Thought, 
devout and pure of Spirit; free from Sin. 
Dee, I dare not boaſt my Vertues, Sir; Is there 


ney no way to try my Purity? 

om Char. Are you very ſecret ? | 

by Dock. Tis my firſt Principle, Sir,—— 
ir 


Char, And one, the moſt material in our Reſacru- 
an Order. p 


Char, Pleaſe you to make a Tryal. 
De. As how, Sir, I beſeech you? | 


14 The Emperor of the Moon. 
_. Char. If you be throughly purg'd from Vice, the 
Opticles of your Sight will be ſo illuminated, tha Wt ? 
glancing through this Teleſcepe, you may behold ons ber 
of theſe lovely Creatures, that people the vaſt Regia the 
of the Air. ? 
De#. Sir, you oblige profoundly. ia 
Char. Kneel then, and try your Strength of Ver. 1 
tue, Sir. Keep your Eyes fix'd and open. 3 
{He looks inthe Teleſcope, 7 
[ile he is hooking, Charmante goes to “ 
Door te Scaramouch, who abaited on pur. ca 
poſe without, and takes a Glaſs with a Pit. 
ture of a Nymph on it, and a Light bebind it; Wl 
that as he brings it, it ſheavs to the: Audient, 
'Goes to the End of the Teleſcope. me 
Can you diſcern, Sir? | | T1 
Dee. Methinks I ſee a kind of glorious Cloud BW. 


drawn up. | 9 

and now——'tis gone again. 1 

Char. Saw you no Figure ? ö 
Docs. None. 


Cbar. Then make a ſhort Prayer to Alilin, th i © 
| Spirit of the Eaſt; ſhake off all eagthly Thought, 
and look again. f | | 
[He prays. Charmante pnjs the Glaſs into th 
| Mouth of the "Teleſcope. | 
Dod. —Aſtoniſh'd ! raviſh'd with Delight! I ee 
Beauty young and Angel-like, leaning upon a Cloud- 
Char. Seems ſhe on a Bed, then ſhe's repoling 
and you muſt not gaze—— | 
Doe. Now a Cloud veils her from me. 
Char. She ſaw you peeping then, and drew tir 
Curtain of the Air between. | 
Do#. I am all Rapture, Sir, at this rare Viſion — 
15't poſſible, Sir, that I may ever hope the-Conver- 
ſation of ſo divine a Beauty? $I 
Char. Moſt poſſible, Sir; they will court you: 
their whole Delight is to immortalize— Alexander was 
begot by a Salamander, that viſited his Mother in the 
Form of a Serpent, becauſe he wou'd not make King 
Philip jealous, and that famous Philoſopher Merlin 
a W 


at 
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The Emperor of the Moon. 15 
was begotten on a Veſtal Nun, a certain King's Daugh- 
ter, by a moſt beautiful Salamander ; as indeed all 


the Heroes, and Men of mighty Minds are, 
Dof. Moſt excellent! 


Pompilius, came to him inviſible to all Eyes elſe, and 
Triſnegiſtus, Apuleius, Aquinius, Albertus Magnus, So- 


call'd their Dzmon or Devil. But you are wiſe, Sir. 
Love with an old Mortal ? . 

Char. They love not like the Vulgar, tis the Im- 
mortal Part they doat upon. | 

D-8. But, Sir, I have a Niece and Daughter which 
[ love equally, were it not poſlible they might be 
immortaliz d? 

Char. No doubt on't, Sir, if they be pure and 
n 


Doc. I think they are, and I'l] take care to keep 


90 em ſo; for I confeſs, Sir, I wou'd fain have x Hero 
In o my Grand- ſon. 

8 Char. You never ſaw the Emperor of the Moon, 
Pir, the mighty [redonozar ? 7 


confufedly too. 


Prayer, and try again. [ He prays. Char. claps 


ſee a Monarch ſeated: on a Throne — But ſeems 
moſt ſad and penſive. 
Char. Fotbear then, Sir, for now his Love-Fit's 
dn, and then he wou'd be private. 
Dock. His Love-Fit, Sir! | 
Char, Ay, Sir, the Emperor's in Love with ſome 


25 fair Mortal. 
1 the Dod. And can he not command her? 
Nie, Cr. Yes, but her Quality being too mean, he 


ggles, tho" a King, 'twixt Love and Honour. 
Pac. It were too much to know the Mortal, = 80 
| ar. 


Char. The Nymph Egeria inamour'd on Numa 
gave him all his Wiſdom and Philoſophy, Zoriaftes, - 
crates, and Virgil had their Zilphid, which fooliſh 


Dos. But do you imagine, Sir, they will fall in 


Doct. Never, Sir; his Court I have, but *twas 
Char. Refine your Thoughts, Sir, by a Moment's | 


the Glaſs with the Emperor on it, he looks and ſees it. 
Dock. It is too much, too much for mortal Eyes! 


16 The Emperor of the Moon. 
Cbar. Tis yet unknown, Sir, to the Caballiſtz, b 
who now are uſing all their Arts to find her, and ; 
ſerve his Majeſty ; but now my great Affair deprive 
me of you: To morrow, Sir, bi wait on you again; 
and now I've try'd your Vertue, tell you Wonders. 
Dect. I humbly kiſs your Hands, moſt learned Sir, v 
{Charmante goes out. Doctor waits on bim 
the Door, and returns, to him Scaramouch, 
All this while Harlequin vas hid in the 
Hedges, peeping now and then, and when his 
Maſier went out he was left behind. 

Sca. So, ſo, Don Charmante has plaid his Part 
moſt exquiſitely, VII in and ſee how it works in hi 
Pericranium. Did you call, Sir ? | 

Doc. Scaramouch, Þ have, for thy ſingular Wit and | 
Honeſty, always had a Tenderneſs for thee aboye 
that of a Maſter to a Servant. | 

cg. I muſt confeſs it, Sir. | 

Do#. Thou haſt Virtue and Merit that deſerves 
much. I 

Scar. Oh Lord, Sir! | | 
Dod. And l may make thee great—all I require; is, 
that thou wilt double thy diligent Care of my Daugh- 
ter and my Niece, tor there are mighty Things de- 
ſigned for them, if we can keep them from the Sight 
of Man. | 
- Sca. The Sight of Man, Sir! 5 
. Dog. Ay, and the very Thoughts of Man. 

- Sca. What Antidote is there to be given to a young, 
Mench, againſt the Diſeaſe of Love and Longing : 
 _Do&. Do you your Part, and becauſe I know the 

diſcreet and very ſecret, I will hereafter diſcow 
Wonders to thee.—On pain of Life, look to the 
Girls ; that's your Charge. "% | 
Sca. Doubt me not, Sir, and J hope your Reve- 
rence will reward my faithful Service with 7op/ephil, 
your Daughter's Governante, who is rich, and has 
long had my Affection, vir. 

r [Harleq.- pecping, crie— 0h Traitor ! 
Dock. Set not thy Heart on tranſitory Mortal, there's 

better Things in Store—beſides,. I have. promis'd he! 


t0 


* 


to a Farmer for his Son —Come in with me, and 
bring the Teleſcope. Wo 

33 x [Ex. Doctor and Scaramouch. 
[ Harlequin comes out on the Stage. 


Son . 1.7 Wt 

What, am I then forſaken, abandoned by the falſe 
Fair One ? 

If I have Honour, I muſt die with Rage; 
Reproaching gently, and complaining madly. 
3 15 1elolv d, Vi hang myſelt, F Nog 
When did I ever hear of a Hero that hang'd himſelf? 
—No,—'tis the Death of Rogues. What if Idrown- 
myſelf ?—-No,—-Ulſcleſs Dogs and Puppies are 
drown'd; a Piſtol, or a Caper on my own Sword 
wou'd look more nobly, but that I have a natural: 
Averſion to Pain. Beſides, it is as valgar: as Rats- 
bane, or the ſlicing of the Weaſand. No, I'll die 
a Death uncommon, and leave behind me an eternal 


Ves 


Iantient or modern, of a Man that laugh'd to Death. 
lam very tickliſh, and am reſolv'd to die that 
Death—Oh Mop/ophil, my cruel Mopſophit ! 

[ Pulls off his Hat, Sword ard Shoes. 


ortal Cares. [ He falls to tickle himſelf, his Head, 


| Soles of bis Feet; | making ridiculous..Cries 


ns © antick Leaps and Skips, at laſt falls down as 
thee 02's 
oe | 


Enter Scaramouch. 


unbles over him. Ha, what's here? Harlequin dead! 


LHeaving him %þ, be fies into a Rage, 
Har. Who ist that thus wou'd rob me of my 


onour? 


Har. 


— 
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* 


Har. My Miſtrets Mopſophil to marry a Farmer's 


Fame. I have ſomewhere read an Author, either. 


And now, farewel the World, fond Love, and. 
his Ears, his Arm-pits, Hands, Sides, and 
and Noiſes of Laughing ſeveral Ways, with. 


Scar. Harlequin was left in the Garden, I'll tell 
m the News of Mopſophil. Going forwa#d, 


dea. Honour, why 1 Bonght thou dſt been dead. | 


18 

e What ſo I was, and the moſt agreeably- 
ea : { - rf > AN 

Sca. I came to bemoan with thee, the mutual Loſ 

of our Miſtreſs. BEIT EL 3 y 

Har. I know it, Sir, I know it, and that thourt 
as falſe as ſhe: Was't not a Covenant between us, | 
that neither ſhould take Advantage of the other, but 
both ſhou'd have fair Plays and yet you baſely went 
to undermine me, and aſk her of the Doctor; but 

ſince ſhe's gone, I ſcorn to quarrel for her—But let's / 
like loving Brothers, Hand in Hand, leap from ſome 
Precipice into the Sea. „ - 
Sca. What, and ſpoil all my Cloaths ? I thank you 
for that; no, I have a newer way: you know I lodge ol 
four Pair of Stairs high, let's aſcend thither, and after — 
ſaying our Prayers. — _ 
Har. — Prayers ! I never heard of a dying 1 
Hero that ever pray d. | | D 
Sca. Well, I'll not ſtand with you for a Trifle m 
being come up, Ill open the Caſement, take yon hi 
by the Heels, and fling you out into the Street," Mi >! 
after which, you have no more to do, but to come 
up and throw me down in my Turn. 

- Har. The Atchievement's great and new ; but 
now I think on't, I'm reſolved to hear my Sentence 
from the Mouth of my perfidious Trollop, for yet! 

cannot credit it. 4 LIM 
F'll to the Gypſie, tho? I venture banging, 
To be undeceiv'd, tis hardly worth the hanging. 
e Ae, cor hath [ Exeunt, 


SCENE HI. The Chamber of Bellemante. 
Enter Scaramouch groping. 


Ja. So, I have got rid of my Rival, and hall 
here get an Opportunity to fpeak with Mop/ophil, for } 
hither ſhe muſt come anon, to lay the young Ladies 
Night-things in order; 'Fll hide myſelf in ſome 
Corner till ſhe come. | | 
| [Goes on to the further Side af the _ 

| » ater 


—— ——— 1 AED CGE OAT EA AIG IIa ten EI REGED <OILAIERI 


Enter Harlequin groping. : 


Har. So, I made my Rival believe I was gone, 
and hid myſelf, till I got this Opportunity to ſteal to 


| Mep/ophil's Apartment which muſt be hereabouts, for 
from theſe Windows the us'd to entertain my Love. 
| : | Advances. 
t dca. Ha, I hear a ſoft Tread, —if it were Mop- 
$ ſophil's,” ſhe wou'd not come 0 Dark. [ Har. ad- 
2 wancing runs againſt a Table, and almoſt firikes 

himſelf backwards. | * 8 
l Har. What was that ?—a Table,-There I. may 
e obſcure myſelf.— , Groping for the Table. 


What a Devil, is it vaniſh'd ? 

S$ca. Devil, =Vaniſh'd—What can this mean? 
Tis a Man's Voice—lIf it ſhou'd be my Maſter the 
Doctor, now, I were a dead Man he can't ſee 
me, aud I'll put myſelf into ſuch a Poſture, that if 
he feel me, he ſhall as ſoon take me for a Church- 
Spout as a Man. | 


Arms a-himbo, his Knees wide open, his Back- 
fide almoſt touching the Ground, his Mouth, 
ftretghed wide, and his Eyes flaring. Harl. 
groping, thruſts his Hand into his Kut, he 
bites him, the other dares not cry ont. 


Har. Ha, what's this? all Mouth, with twenty 


g Rows of Teeth. Now dare not I cry out, leſt the 

ut, Doctor ſhou'd come, find me here, and kill me— III 
try if it be mortal. - 2 | 

| [Mating damnable Faces and Signs of Pain, he 

| draws a Dagger. Scar. feels the Point of it, 
end fprinks back letting go his Hand. 


Scar. Who the Devil can this be? I felt a Poniard, 


[Harlequin groping about, finds, the Table, on 
which there is a Carpet, and creeps under it, 
liftening, - 


i 


C 2 Ente | 


The Emperor of the Moon. 19 


He puts himſelf info a Poſture ridiculous, 2 


and am glad I ſav'd my Skin from Pinking. [Steals out. 


—— 


— — CR 


— 
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„ with a Canale in one Hand, and g 
2 


Tater Bellemante 
| | Book in the other, 
Bel. I am in a Bella Humour for Poetry to Night, 
Love. 
She writes and ſludin, 
of 


I' make ſome Boremes on 
Out of a great Curioſity,—A Shepherd did demand » 
me. No, no,. — 4 Shepherd this implor d of me. 
8 [Scratches out, and writes à ne, 
Ay, ay, fo it ſhall go.—-Tell me, ſaid he, — Can yu 
reſign *?—Refign, ay,—what ſhall Rhime to Reg? 
mT ell me, ſaid hey— [She lays down the Tablet, and 
_ [Harlequin peeps from under the Table, tales 


walks about. 


He can turn. 
[Reads.] Ay, ay, — So it ſhall be,—Tell me ſaid be, 
wy Bellamante; Vill you be kind to your Charmante! 
; Reads thoſe tano Lines, and is amarz'd, 


the Book, writes in it, and lays it up before 


——Ha, -Heav'ns! What's this? I am amaz'd'! 
And yet Tl] venture once more.— 
| [Writes and ſludie, 
[Writes.]-—1 Eluſb'd and weil d my wiſhing Eyes. 
[ Lays down the Book, and walks as befor, 
n—} ing Eye— . Har. avrites as before. 
Har. aurites.— And anſwer'd only with ny 
[She turns and takes the Tabli. 
Ha, What is this? Witchcraft 
y of Love? ſome Cupid ſure ini. 
better way my Lost 


m_— 
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Sighs. 
"Fell. 
or ſome Divinit 
ſible “ . 
Once more [i] try the Charm. 
[Bell. writes. Cod a 
impart ? | [Studies and walks. 
Impart — | I He aurites as before. 
Har. wri. ] — And witbout ſpeaking, tell him a 
my Heart. | 
Bell. Tis here again, but where's the Hand that W- 
| * [ Looks 475 1 
— i Nt 


wiitit? 


— ” — — 
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he little Deity that will be ſeen 
But only in his Miracles. It cannot be a Devil, 
For here's no Sin nor Miſchief in all this. 


\ 


Euter Charmante. She Bides the Tablet, be Reps to 
her, and ſuatches it from her and reads. | 


Char. Reads, Out of a great Curioſity, 
A Shepherd this implor'd of me. 
Tell me, ſaid he, my Bellemante. 
Will you be kind to your Charmante? 
I bluſh'd, and veil'd my wiſhing Eyes, 
And anſwer'd only with my Sighs. 
Cou'd I a better Way my Love 
impart ? | 
And without ſpeaking, tell him all my 
Heart. 


Char. Whoſe is this different Character? r 
[ Looks angryg 
Bell. Tis yours for ought I know. ; 
Char. Away, my Name was put here for a Blind. 
What Rhiming Fop have you been clubbing Wit 
withal? . 

Bell. Ah, mon Dieu! Charmante jealous ? 


* Char, Have I not Cauſe? Who writ theſe 

1 Wb oremes ? 1 8 5 

bet. Bell. Some kind aſſiſting Deity, for ought I 
now. | 


now, I 4 
he Ink's yet wet, the Spark is near I find.— 


Bell. Ah, Malheuremuſe ! How was J miſtaken in 
this Man ? | Dy 


efare, Char. Miftaken ! What, did you take me for, an 

n all aſy Fool to be impos'd upon? One what wou'd be 
uckolded be every feather'd Fool; that you'd call 

| that —Beau un Gallant Homme. S'death ! Who wou'd 

about, oat upon a fond She-Fop : 

The vain conceited amorous Coquet. | ; 


| [Goes out, foe pulls him back, 
Enter 


Char, Some kind aſſifting Coxcomb, that I 


— . 1 — 


—— — 
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7 Enter Scaramouch, running. 


Sca. Oh Madam hide your Lover, or we are all 
undone. | 
Cbar. I will not hide, till I know the thing that 

made the Verſes. [The Doctor calling as on the Stait, 

Dock. Bellemante, Niece—Bellemante. 

Scar. She's coming, Sir.—Where, where ſhall J 
hide him | | 
——— b, the Cloſet's open! 1 

. (Thru him into the Clo/et by For, 
Dod. Oh Niece ! ill Luck, ill Luck, 1 muſt lene 
„ou to-night; my Brother the Advocate is fick, and 

as ſent for me; tis three long Leagues, and dak 
as tis, I muſt go.—They ſay he's dying. Here, 
take my Keys, and go into my Study, and look over 
all my Papers, and bring me all thoſe mark'd with z 
Croſs and Figure of Three, they concern my Brother 
and! 1 Pulls out bis Keys ; one falls down. 

\ [She looks on Scaramouch, and makes pitiful 
voy Signs, and goes out. 7 
Come, Scaramouch, and get me feady for my Jour- 
ney, and on your Life, let not a Door be open d il 
my Return. [Exit 


Euter. Mopſophil. Har. peeps from under the Table, 


| ar, Ha! Mop/ophil, and alone! 
+ Mop. Well, tis a delicious Thing to be rich; 
what a World of Lovers it invites: 1 have one fr 
every Hand, and the Favourite for my Lips. 
Har. Ay, him wou'd I be glad to know. 
oh Ty | [And peepin}, 
Mop. But of all my Lovers, I am for the Farmers 
Son, becauſe he keeps a Calaſh—and: Pl] ſwear a 
Coach is the moſt agreeible Thing about a Man. 
Har. Ho, ho! 3 
Mop. Ah, me, — What's that? 
3 Ie anſauers in @ forill Pai 


2 


VO 
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Har. The Ghoſt of a poor Lover, dwindl'd into a 
Heyho. | 


| [He riſes from under the Table and falls at 
her Feet. Scaramouch enters. She runs 
, ſquaking. 
Sca. Ha, my Rival and my Miſtreſs !— | 
Is this done like a Man of Honour, Monſieur Har- 
Jequin, N 
10 take Advantages to injure me? [ Draws. 
Har. Advantages are lawful in Love and War. 
Scar. Twas contrary to out League and Covenant; 
therefore J defy thee as a Traytor. 


if 


— 


thee Brother. 8 
Scar. Then thou'rt a Paltroon, that's to ſay, a 
oward. ö 
Har. Coward, nay, then I am provok'd come 
J — — — —_———_—_— g % 
Scar. Pardon me, Sir, I gave the Coward, and 
you ought to ſtrike. . 


Scaramouch paſſes, Harlequin /zaps afide, 
and ſhips ſo nimbly about, he cannot touch 


endeavouring in wain, he lays down bis 

Savord. oF | 
If you be for Dancing, Sir, I have my Weapons 
or all Occaſions. | [ Scar. pulls out a Fleut Deux, and 
Falls to Playing. Har. throws 


after the Dance, they ſhake 

| | Hands, 

8 Her. He] My Bone Ame—ls not this better than 
Vuelling ? 

Scar. But not altogether ſo heroic, Sir. Well, 

or the future, let us have fair Play ; no Tricks to 


de the happy Man, the other ſhall be content. 
"EH [Elaria within. 
Ela, Couſin Bellemante, Couſin. 


Scar. 


Har. I ſcorn to fight with thee becauſe T once call'd 7 


[They go te fight ridiculouſly, and ever as 


him for his Life ; which after a while 


down his, and falls a Dancing; 


ndermine each other, but which of us is choſen to 


# 
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Scar. Slife, let's be gone, leſt we be ſeen inthe 
Ladies Apartment. Tek | I 
x | [Scar. /ips Harlequin behind the Door, 


Enter Elatia. 


Ela. How, how, how came you here ?— 
; a 1 Sign to Har, to go on, 
Scar. I came to tell you, Madam, my Maſter's jug 
taking Mule to go his Journey to-night, and that Dy 
Cinthia is in the Street, for a lucky Moment 10 
enter in. | | 
Ela. But what if any one by my Father's Order, 
or he himſelf, ſhou'd by ſome Chance ſurpriſe us? 
Scar. If we be, I have taken Order againſt x 
_ Diſcovery.” III go ſee if the old Gentleman be gone, 
and return with your Lover, by 0} 
Ela. 1 tremble, but know not, whether 'tis with 


Fear or Joy. 5 
: Euter Cinthio. 
Cin. My dear Flaria.— 
| Runs to embrace her, fhe ſtarts from him 
Ha, —ſhun my Arms, Elpria! a | 
Ela. Heavens! Why did you come ſo ſoon ? 

Cin. Is it too ſoon, when e're 'tis ſafe, ' Elaria? 
Ela. I die with Fear. —Met you not Scaramouh? 
He went to bid you wait a while; What fhalt I do! 

Cin. Why this Concern ? None of the House 

has ſeen me. I ſaw your Father taking Horſe. 
Fla. Sure yon miſtake, methinks I hear his Voice 

Deg. ¶ beloau.I— My Key-—The Key of my Labs- 
ratory.— Why, Knave Scaramouch, where are you! 

Ela, Do you hear that, Sir ?!—Oh, I'm undone ! 
Where ſhall 1 hide you ?——He approaches 
1 I" [She ſearchei wheye to hide bin. 

Ha- my Couſin's Clofet's open, — ſtep in a little.— 
998 He goes in, ſhe puts out the Canal. Enter the 
Doctur. She gets round the Chamber to tit 
Door, andas he-advances in, he ſtrali 1 G 

A 06: 


tad ts. wed 
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be Dos. Here I muſt have dropt it; a Light—z 
Light there 


Enter Cinthio from the Chet tulli Charmante outs 
they not knowing each other. | 


Cin. Oh this perfidious Woman! No Marvel 8 
1 was ſo ſurpris'd and angry at my 3 To- 


ſt night. 


5 Char. Who can this be ?— but I'll be prepar d 
* { Lays his Hand on his Sword! 
Do, Why Scaramouch, Knave, a Light! 

10 | [Turns to the Door to call, 

Bot- dh evith a Light, and ſeeing the two 

a Lowers there, runs againſt his Mafler, puts out the 

Ie, Candle, and flings him down and falls over him. At 
| the Entrance of the Candle, Charmante flips from 

th Cinthio into the Cliſet. Cinthio gropes to find him; 


when Mopſophil and Elaria, hearing a great Noiſe, 
enter with a Light. Cinthio finding he was diſco- 
der d, falls to acting a mad Man. Scaramouth helps 
up the Doctor, and bows. 


Ha, —a Man,—and in my Houſe,—Oh dire 
Misfortune ! —Who are you, Sir? 7 
Cin. Men call me Gog Magog, the Spirit of Power; 
My Right-hand Riches holds, my Left-hand Ho- 

nour. 
Is there a City. Wife wou'd be a Lady ?—Bring her 
to me, 
Her eaſy Cuckold ſhall. be dub'd a Knight. 
Ela. Oh Heavens! a mad Man, Sir. 
Cin. Is there a tawdry Fop wou'd have a Title? 
A rich Mechanick that would be an Alderman ? 
Bring em to me, ; 
And I'll convert that Coxcomb, and that Blockhead, 
Into your Honour, and Right Worſhipful. _ 
Dod. Mad, ftark mad ! Why Sirrah, Rogue 
nn ot this mad Man in? | 
[While the Doctor turns to Scaramouch, Cin- 
thio Heal / 705 to Elaria. 4 
in, 
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Cin. Oh, thou perfidious Maid ! who haſt thou hid 

in yonder conſcious Cloſet ? { Afrde to her, B 
Scar. Why, Sir, he was brought in a Chair for . 

your Advice, but how he rambl'd from the Parlor to 


this Chamber, 1 now not. | : 
Cir., Upon a winged Horſe, ycleped Pegaſus, 7 

Swift as the fiery Racers of the Sun, | 

—1I fly—] fly—" | n , 


See how I mount, and cut the liquid Sky. [ Runs out, 

- Dee. Alas! poor Gentleman, he's paſt all Cure h 

But Sirrah, for the future. take you Care that no 
young mad Patients be brought into my Houſe. 
Scar. I ſhall, Sir,—and ſee-—here's your Key you 
look'd for — | 24 
Doct. That's well; I muſt be gone —Bar up the 
Doors, and upon Life or Death let no Man enter. 
[Exit Doctor, and all with him, with the Light:, 
[Charmante perps out—and by degrees come: all 
| out, liſtining every Step. 

Char. Who the Devil cou'd that be that pull'd me 
from the Cloſet ? but at laſt I'm free, and the Doc- | 
tor's gone; I'Il to Cinthio, and bring him to paſs this 

Night with our Miſtreſſes. [Exit 


heal aa. 


As be is gone off, enter Cinthio groping. 


Cin. Now for this lucky Rival, if his Stars will 
make this laſt Part of his Adventure ſuch. I hid 
my ſelf in the next Chamber, till I heard the Doctor 

gc, only to return to be reveng d. | | 
[He gropes his Way into the Cloſet, with bi 


Sabord drawn. 
Enter Elaria with a Light. 


Ela. Scaramouch tells me Charmante is conceal'd in 
the Cloſet, whom Cinthio ſurely has miſtaken for 
ſome Lover of mine, and is jealous ; but I'll ſend 

Charmante after him, to make my Peace and unde- 
ceive him. | { Goes to the Door. 
ir, Sir, Where are you? they are all gone, you 
: A may 
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may adventure out. [Cinthio comes out. 
Ha, —-Cinthio here? i 

Cin. Yes, Madam, to your Shame 
Now your Perfidiouſneſs is plain—Falſe Woman, 
Tis well your Lover had the Dexterity of eſcaping, 
I'd ſpoil! his making Love elſe. 
| [Gets from her, ſhe holds him. 

Ela. Pr'ythee hear me. 1 

Cin. But ſince my Ignorance of his Perſon ſaves 

Ie his Life, live and poſſeſs him, till I can diſcover him. 

| | | [Goes out. 

Ela. Go peeviſh Foo! [ Exit. 
Whoſe Jealouſy believes me given to change, 

N Let thy own Torments be my juſt Revenge. [Exit. 
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ACT IL'SCENE L 


An Antich Dance. 


After the Mufick has play d. Enter Elaria to her Bel- 
7 lemante. | | 


Ela. Y TEavens Bellemante Where have you been? 
Bell. Fatigu'd with the moſt diſagreeable 

Affair, for a Perſon of my Humour, in the World. 
Oh, how I hate Bufineſs, which 1 do no more mind, 
than a Spark does the Sermon, who is ogling his 
Miſtreſs at Church all the while: I have been ruffling 
_ twenty Rheams of Paper for my Uncle's Wri- 
ngs. | 
Enter Scaramouch. 


Scar. So, ſo, the old Gentleman is departed this 
wicked World, and the Houſe is our own for this 
Night ——Wheze are the Sparks ? Where are the * 


Sparks ? | i 
5 55 | D 2 | "a 


— — — — — 
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Fu. Nay, Heaven knows, % 


= 
a N 
A * 
43} 
1 = 
1. / 
U 
1 
1436 
#3; 
7 4 1 - 
l 
. 
1 
i 4% 
. 
J. 
5 
31 P 
Wy - 
[1 4 
48 : 
th. 
1 i 
Ain 
4 we > 
\ = 
TY voy! 
4235 \ 
. "1951 
* 
U 
- TE 
Bf 
+ £5 i 
8 
jt 
1 > 
1 * 
of oy 5 ; 
; 
' 
17 
1 
ö N 
ö 'Þ 
13 


3 
* : 
19 
" 

114 
z 
TT Y 

ii 
* 

4 

95 

nl 

'J 

th 

| 
1 
* 


_ Had like to have taken Cintbhio with me, when to con. 


he took for a Gallant of mine; had not my Father: 


committed; however, they both eſcap'd unknown, 


adjuſted ; I'll to 'em, unfold the Riddle, and bring 


| 
| 


* 
* — — ä r 
— » nw * 


* 


Bell. How ! I hope not ſo; I left Charmante con. R 


diu d to my Cloſet, when my Uncle had like to hay 


riz'd us together: is he not here? 
la. No, he 8 eſcap'd, but he has made ſweet doing. 
Bel]. Heavens, Coufin What? 
Ela. My Father was coming into the Chamber, and 


ceal him, I put him into your Cloſet, not knowin 
of Charmantes being there, and which, in the Dark 


Preſence hinder'd, I believe there had been Murder 
Scar. Pſhaw, is that all? Lovers Quarrels are ſoon 


*em back—take no Care, but go in and dreſs you for 
the Ball; gs has Habits which your Lover font 
to put on, The Fiddles, Treat, and all are N. 805 

x. Scu. 


- Mop). Madam, your Couſin Florinda, with a La. 
dy, are come to viſit you. 

Bell. I'm glad on't, 'tis a good Wench, and wel 
truſt her with our Mirth and Secret. [They go ont. 


SCE N E , changes to the Street. 


Enter Page with a Flambeax, follewd by Cinthio; * 
paſſes ever the Stage. Scaramouch follows Cinthio 
in a Campain Coat. 37 | 


Scar. Tis Cini bio Don Cinthio [ Calls, he turns, 
Well, what's the Quarrel How fell ye out? 
Cin. You may inform yourſelf I believe, for theſe 
eloſe Intrigues cannot be carried on without your 
Knowledge. | 
Scar. What Intrigues, Sir? be quick, for I'm in 
Haſte. | 
Cin. Who was the Lover I ſurpriz'd i'th' Cloſet ? 
Scar, Deceptia viſus, Sir; the Error of the Eyes. 


Cn, 


. . - 


"2 


„ : 0 
The Emperor of the Moon. 29 
Cin. Thou Dog, —I felt him too; but ſince the 
Raſcal ſeaped me—T'll be reveng d on thee—!' _ 
- [Goes to beat him, he running away runs againſt 
Harlequin, who is entering with Charmante, 
| and like to have thrown'em both down. 
Char. Hal What's the Matter here ?— 
Scar. Signior Don Charmante— _ . 
[Then he flruts conrageouſly with them. 
Char. What, Cinthio in a Rage! | 
Who's the unlucky Object? 4513 87 
Cin. All Man and Womankind : Elaria's falſe. 
= Char. Elaria falſe! take heed} ſure nice Virtue is 
Proof againſt the Vices of her Sex. 
0 —Say rather Be/lemante, | 
g She who by Nature's light and wavering. 
for The Town contains not ſuch a falſe Impertinent. 
This Evening I ſurpriz'd her in her Chamber 
Writing of Verſes, and between her Lines, 
Some Spark had newly pen'd his proper Stuff. 
Curſe of the Jilt, I'll be her Fool no more. 
Bar. I doubt you are miſtaken in that, ir, for 'twas 
| was the Spark that writ the proper Stuff. 5 
To do you Service.. 
Char. Thou! | * 
Scar, Aye, we that ſpend our Lives and Fortunes 
here to ſerve you, — to be us'd like Pimps and Scoun- 
WC! c1s.—Come, Sir, ſatisfy him who 'twas was hid 
ch Cloſet, when he came in and found you. v2 
Cin. Ha. is't poſſible? Was it Charmante? 
Char. Was it you, Cinthis? Pox on't, what Fools 
are we, we cou'd not know one another by InſtinQ ? 
Sar. Well, well, diſpute no more this clear Caſe, 
but let's haſten to your Miſtreſſes. , 
Cin. I'm aſham'd to appear before Elaria. 

Char. And I to Bellemante. 12 530 
Scar. Come, come, take Heart of Grace; pull 
our Hats down over your Eyes; put your Arms 
croſs ; ſigh and look ſcurvily ; your ſimple Looks 
re ever a Token of Repentance; come come 
long. Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE - 


. 
— ee ee —„-¼ ns — — 


The Front of the Bcens is only a Curtain or Hanging: t 


ſin, I long to ſee em. 


Bell. You have no Cauſe to doubt, you can ſo 


bim for me, ſince there are Men enough for all 


30 The Emperor of the Moon. 
s C E N E changes to the Inſide of the Houſe 


| be drawn up at Pleaſure. 
Enter Elaria, Bellemante, Mopſophil, and Ladies 
dreſo d in maſking Habits.. . 


Ela. I am extremely pleas'd with theſe Habits, 
Couſin. | g 

Bell. They are A la Gothic and uncomune. 

Lady. Your Lovers have a very good Fancy, Cou- 


d 


Ela. And ſo do I. I wonder Scaramouch ſtays ſo, 
and what Succeſs he has. | 


eaſily acquit yourſelf, but 1, what ſhall I do? who 
can no more imagine who ſhou'd write thoſe Bo. 
remes, than who 1 ſhall love next, if I break off with 
Charmante. | 
Lady. If he be a Man of Honour, Couſin, when 
a Maid proteſts her Innocence 2 
Bell. Ay, but he's a Man of Wit too, Couſin, and 
_— when Women proteſt moſt, they likely he 
Ela. Moſt commonly, for Truth needs no Ale- 
veration. - =” 
Bell. That's according to the Diſpoſition of your 
Lover, for ſome believe you moſt, when you moſt abuſe 
and cheat em; ſome are ſo obſtinate, they wou'd 
damn a Woman with proteſting, before ſhe can con- 
vince 'em. | 
Ela. Such a one is not worth convincing, I wou'd 
not make the World wiſe at the Expence of a Ver- 
1 471 
Bell. Nay, he ſhall e' en remain as Heaven made 


Uſes, | 


Enter 
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A Futer Charmante and Cinthio, dre/'d in their Gothic 
Habits. Scaramouch, Harlequin and Mufick; Char- 
to mante and Cinthio kneel, 


Cin. Can you forgive us? [Elaria takes him up. 
Bell: That, Cins bio, you're convin'd, I do not won- 
der; but how Charmante's inſpir'd, I know not. 
: [Takes him up. 
ts Char. Let it ſuffice, I'm ſatisfy'd, my Bellemante. 
| Ela. Pray know my Coulin Florinda. 


[They ſalute the Lady. 


u- Bell Come, let us not loſe Time, ſince we are all 


Friends. 
Char. The beſt Uſe we can make of it, is to talk 
of Love. 


1 

ho ereafter; beſides, you may make Love in Dancing 
30. Es well as in Sitting; you may gaze, ſigh,——and 
ith preſs the Hand, and now and then receive a Kiſs, 


yhat wou d you more? 
Char. Ves, wiſh a little more. 


old Joy, norſhall you with long in vain, if you bring 
We nt. 


re, which is too conſiderable to loſe. 

Cin. All Things are order'd as I have written you 
t large; our Scenes and all our Properties are ready; 
ve have no more to do but to banter the old Gentle- 
nan into a little more Faith, which the next Viſit of 
ur new Caballiſt Charmante will compleat. | 


ron'd 

Ver- 7 
nter ſome Anticks and dance. They all fit the while, 

made 

r Fla. Your Dancers have perform'd well, but 


vers fit we knew who we have truſted with this 
vening's Intrigue. | 


Ga. Thoſe, Madam, who are to aſſiſt us in carry- 
ing 


Fell Oh! we ſhall have Time enough for that 


Bell. We were unreaſonable to forbid you that 
atters ſo about, to get us with my Uncle's Con- 


E/a. Our Fortunes depending ſolely on his Plea- | 


[The Muſick plays. 
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42 - The Emperor of the Moon. 
ing on a greater Intrigue, the gaming. of you. They 
are our inſmen. | 

Ela. Then they are doubly welcome. 3 

Kere is a Song in Dialogue, with Fleut, Das 

and Harpficals. Shepherd and Shepberdiſi; 
ewhich ended, they all dance a Fi gure Dance 

Cin. Hark, what Noile is that? ſure tis in the 
next Room. 

Dock. within.) — Scaramouch 
LScar. runs to the Door and holds it faft 

Scar. Ha, — the Devil in the likeneſs of my ol, 
Maſter's Voice, for tis enden it ſhould be he 
himſelf.  - 

_ Char. If it be he, how got he in? did 1 you not ſe. 

cure the Doors? 

Ela. He always has a Key to open 'em. Oh! what 
ſhall we do; there's no eſcaping him; he's in the 
next Room, through which you are to paſs. 

De. Searamouch, Knave, where are you? 

_ © Sear. Tis he, tis he, follow me all—— 
He goes wwith all the Company behind the Front 


Curtain. 


- Without Dofor.] | tell you, Sirrah, I heard the 


T | Noiſe of Fiddles. 
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Without Peter. No farely, sir, twas a Miſtake. | 
[ Knocking at the Dor. 

[Scaramouch having plac'd them all in ti: 
Hanging, in which they make the Figu 6 

' * where they fland without Motion in 5g 
"tures. He comes out. He — the Din 


' ewith à Candle in his Hand. 
Enter the Doctor and Peter with a Light. 


Scar. Bleſs me, Sir! Is it you,—or your Ghoſt? 
Doc. Twere good for you, Sir, if I were a Thing 
of Air; but as I am a ſubſtantial Mortal, I will lay 
it ON as fubſtantially— [ Canes hs He crit. | 
Scar. What d'ye mean, Sir? what d'ye mean? 

© Do8. Sirrah, muſt I ſtand waiting your Leiſure, i 
while you are ; roguing: "= I wildreweed ye. | 
N | [ * 
| * car 
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Sear. Ay, and I ſhall deſerve. it richly, Sir; when 
you know all. 
Doc. I gueſs all; Sirrah, and I heard all, and you 
hap be rewarded for all. Where have you hid he 
Fiddles, you Rogue ? The 
Scar. Fiddles, Sir. 
Dock. Ay, Fiddles, Knave. 
Scar. Fiddles, Sir Where? 
Did. Here. —here I heard em, thou falſe Steward 
of thy Maſter's Treaſure. 
Sear Fiddles, Sir! Sure twas Wind got into yqur 
Head, and whiſtled in your Ears, riding ſo late, Sir.. 
Doc. Ay, thou falſe Varlet, there's another Debt 
Lowe thee; for bringing me ſo damnable a Lye: 
IMy Brother's well I met his Valet but a League 
from Town, and found thy Roguery out. 

[ Beats him. He cries, 
Sar Is this the Reward 1 have for being ſo Gs 
gent ſince you went? 
Dock. In what, thou Villain? in what? . 
. [The Curtain is draw%n-up, and diſtevers the 
I Hanging where all of them land. 
= Sr. Why look you, Sir, I have, to ſurpriſe you 
With Pleaſure, againſt you came home, been putting 
Wo this Piece of Tapeſtry, the belt in Tracy, for the 
arene(s of the Figures, Sir. | 
Doct. Ha- Hum It is indeed a ately Piece of 
ork; how came I by em? | | 
Far. Twas ſent your Reverence from the Vertu :/o, 
Dor ſome of the Caballiſts. 
Daa. I muſt confeſs, the Warkmanſhip 3 is * 
lent,.—but ſtill I do inſiſt I heard the Mufics.;  . 1 
Scar. Twas then the Tuning of the Spheres, ſome, 


* „ * ws * 


te Serenade, Sir, from the Inhabitants of the Moon. 

hing e Ded. Hum from the Meer et that may 
1 lay bc — 

cri. Scar. Lord, dye think 1 wou'd deceive your Re- | 


n? | { erence ? 

Dod. From the Moon; aSeranade;—1 ſee.no Signs 
Wn't here, indeed it muſt be lo—PIl think on't more 
x Leilure— Hein 21 1 54 „Ae. 
Scar. tell TE E _- _ —Pr'ythee 


© Scar. Sir 
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—Pr'ythee what Story's this? ¶ Looks on the Hanging, 
Scar. Why Sir, —*Tis— . 
Doc. Hold up the Candles higher, and nearer, 

 _» [Peter and Scaramouch hold Candles near. H. 
takes a Perſpefive and looks through it; and 
coming nearer, Harlequin, who ig plac'd on 4 
Tree in the Hangings, hits him on the Heal 
with his Trunchion, He flarts, and luk 
about. He fits flill, 
Dod. What was that ſtruck me? 
Scar. Struck you, Sir! Imagination. 
Dea. Can my Imagination feel, Sirrah ? 
Scar. Oh, the moſt tenderly of any Part about 
one, Sir! | | 
Doc. Hum—That may be 
Scar. Are you a great Philoſopher, and know not 
that, Sir? | 
Doct. This Fellow has a Glimpſe of Profundity— 
Fi | [ Afide. Looks again, 

like the Figures well. . 

Scar. You will, when you ſee em by Day-lightysir 
I Far. hits bim again. The Doctor ſees bin. 

Doct. Ha, — ls that Imagination too—Betray'd, 
betray'd, undone; run for my Piſtols, call up ny 


Servants, Peter, a Plot upon my Daughter and ny Wn 


Niece. [ Runs out with Peter. 
[Scaramouch puts out the Candle, they come out 
of the Hanging, which is drawn away. Ht 1 


places 'em in a Row juſt at the Entrance. 


Scar. Here, here, fear nothing, hold by each other, Y 


that when I go out, all may go; that is, flip out, when M 


you hear the Doctor is come in again, which he will 


certainly do,andalldepart to your reſpective Lodging 
Cin. And leave thee to bear the Brunt ? 


Sca. Take you no Care for that, III put it into my 1 1 


Bill of Charges, and be paid all together. 
Enter the Doctor with Piftols, and Peter. 


| Dot, What, by dark ? that ſhall nat ſave you, 
; : Villains, 
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F Villains, Traitors to my Glory and Repoſe;—Perer, - 
8 hold faſt the Door, let none eſcape. 


[They all fi our, 

7 Pet. I'll warrant you, Sir. / 
Doctor gropes about, then lamps and calls, 
De8. Lights there—Lights—I'm ſure they cou'd 


not ſcape. 
„e, impoſible, Sir. 


Enter Scaramouch undreſs'd in his Shirt, with a Light. 
Starts. | 


Scar. Bleſs me !—what's here? 
Def. HaWho art thou? | 
[ Amaz'd to ſee him enter ſo. 
Scar. I, who the Devil are you, and you go to that. 
[ Rubs his Eyes and brings the Candle nearer. 
Looks on him. ; 
Mercy upon us !—Why what is't you, Sir, return'd 
ſo ſoon ? 
Doct. Return'd ! 


zi [ Looking ſometimes on him, ſometimes about, 
5 Scar. Ay, Sir, Did you not go out of Town laſt 
0 Night, to your Brother the Advocate ? 

wy Doc. Thou Villain, thou queſtion'ſt me, as if thou 


—_ vc not that I was return'd. | 

= Sr. 1 know, Sir! how ſhou'd I know? i'm ſure 
lam but juſt wak'd from the ſweeteſt Dream— 
Dod. You dream fill, Sirrah, but 1 ſhall wake 
our Rogueſhip.—Were you not here but now, ſhew- 
Ing me a Piece of Tapeſtry, you Villain? 
= Sc. Tapeſtry |—— 


hen | ; | 
| | [Mopſophil lining all the while. 
_ Deg. Yes Rogue, Yes, for which I'll have thy 
N ie — Offering a Piſtol. 


Scar. Are you ſtark mad, Sir? or do I dream ſtill? 
Do. Tell me, and tell me quickly, Rogue, who 
re thoſe Traitors that were hid but now in the 
{guiſe of a Piece of Hangings. 

4 [Holds the Piflol to his Breaſt. 
amaze me, Sir. What Con- 


Saar. Bleſs me! you 
; E 2 | formity 
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formity has every Word you ſay, to my rate Dream: 
Pray let me feel you, Sir,. Are you humane? | 
Doc. Youſhallfeel lam, Sirrah, if thou confeſs not. . 
Scar. Confeſs, Sir! What ſhou'd I confeſs?— ch 
underſtand not your Caballiſtical Language; but in 
mine, I confeſs that you wak d me from the rareſt 
Dream Where methought the Emperor of the 
Moon World was in our Houſe, dancing and revel. 
ling; and methought his Grace was fallen deſpe. 
Tately in Love with Miſtreſs E/aria, and that his 
Brother, the Prince, Sir, of Thunderland, was alſo in 
Love with Miſtreſs Bellemante; and methought 
they deſcended to court em in your Abſence.—— 
And that at laſt you ſurpris'd 'em, and that they 
transform'd themſelves into a Suit of Hangings to 
deceive you. But at laſt, methought you grew 
angry at ſomething, and they all fled to Heaven again; 
and after a Deal of Thunder and Lightning, I wak, 
Sir, and hearing humane Voices here, came to ſee what 
the Matter was. 
[This While the Doctor leſſens his Signs of Ragt 
by degrees, and at laft ſtands in deep Conten- 
lation. | 
Doe. May I credit this? 5 
Scar. Credit it! By all the Honour of your Houſe, 
by my unſeparable Veneration for the Mathematicks, 
tis true, Sir. | * | 
Do#. —That famous Neſacruſian, who Yeſterday i 
viſited me, told me—the Emperor of the Moon was Bl 
in Love with a fair Mortal—This Dream is Inſpir:- i 
tion in this Fellow He muſt have wonderous Vertue 
in him, to be worthy of theſe Divine e 3 
| ies. 
hut if that Mortal ſhou'd be Elaria! but no more, Wl 
I dare not yet ſuppoſe it—perhaps the Thing was rei 
and no Dream, for oftentimes the groſſer Part is hur- 
ried away in Sleep, by the Force of Imagination, and * 
is wonderfully agitated—This Fellow might be pre- 
fent in his Sleep, —of this we've frequent Inſtances Wi 
Fll to my Daughter and my Niece, and hear what Wl 
Knowledge they may have of this. Jy 
| £29 | 2 4 VID 


SO WE 
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Mop. Will you ſo? TH ſecure you, the Frolick ſhall 


round. : 


this Matter, Time will convince me farther ; if it reſt 

here, I ſhall believe you falfe— | 
Scar. Good Sir, ſuſpend your Judgment and your 
Anger then. 1 211 
Dock. Vit do't, go back to bed.— : 
© [Exit Doctor and Peter. 


* 


all Day.— This Madneſs is a pretty Sort of a pleaſant 
Diſeaſe, when it tickles but in one Vein— Why here's 
Iny Maſter now, as great a Scholar, as grave and wiſe 
a Man, in all Argument and Diſcourſe, as can be met 
with, yet name but the Moon, and he runs into Ridi- 
cule, and grows as mad as the Wind. | | 
Well Da&er, if thou can't be madder yet, 
We'll find a Medicine that ſhall cure your Fit. 
Better than all Ga/lanicus, [ Goes out. 


WE CENE draws off. Diſcovers Elaria, Bellemante 
1 and Mopſophil in Night-Gowons, | 


Ma.. You have your Leſſons, ſtand to it bravely, 
d the Town's our own, Madam. 
A They put themſelves in Poffures of Sleeping, lean- 


27 Feet, 
Vas | 
1 Enter Doctor, ſoftly. 
e 
; Do#. Ha, not in Bed! this gives me mortal Fears. 
22 Bell. Ah, Prince [She ſpeaks as in her Sleep. 


Do8. Ha, Prince! [Goes nearer and liftens, 


D. Ha, ſaid ſhe Orb? 
- £4 But fince you are of a Cœleſtial Race, 

ad eaſily can penetrate 
co the utmoſt Limits of the Thought, 
Wy ſhou'd I fear to tell you of your Conqueſt? 


Dock. Scaramouch, if you have not deceiv'd me in 


Scar. No, Sir, 'tis Morning now—and I'm up for 


ing on the Table, Mopſophil Hing at their 


Bell. How little Paith I pive to all your Courtſhip, 
o leaves our Orb fo ſoon. I a feign'd Voice. 


[ Goes nearer. 
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The Emperor of the Moon. 
And thus implore your Aid.— . 5 
| (Rye 75 mo Wee. ee Kneels, and hull, 
im fat. He ſhews Siga of Foy. 

Doc. I am raviſh'd! 5 5 1 | 
Bell. Ah, Prince Divine, take Pity on a Mortal 
Doc. lamrapt! | 

Bell. And take me with you to the World above. 

Do#. The Moon the Moon ſhe means, I am tranſ. 


| Ported, over-joy'd, and exſtacy d. 


[Leaping and Jumping. from her Hands, ſhe ſun; 
to wake. \ | 
Bell. Ha, my Uncle come again to interrupt us! 
Dee. Hide nothing from me, my dear Bellemants 
fince all already is diſcover'd to me—and more.— 
Sa. Oh, why have you wak'd me from the ſofich 
Dream that ever Maid was bleſt with? 
Doct. What——what my beſt Elaria? 
5 | [With Over: jn. 
Ela. Methought I entertain'd a Demi-God, one of 
the gay Inhabitants of the Moon. | 
Bell. Pm ſure mine was no Dream——T wak'd, 


heard, I ſaw, I ſpoke—and danc'd to the Muſick of (iſ 


the Spheres, and methought my glorious Lover ty'da 
Diamond Chain about my Arm—and ſee tis all ſub- 


ſtantial. [Shewws her Arn, \ 


Ela. And mine a Ring, of more than mortal Luſtre. 


Doc. Heaven keep me moderate! left Exceſs of Wi 


Joy ſhou'd make my Virtue leſs. [Stifling his Jy 
here is a wonderous Myſtery in this. 
A mighty Bleſſing does attend your Fates. 


So in, and pray to the chaſte Powers above . 
To give you Virtue fit for ſuch Rewards. ¶ They es i, 


— How this agrees with what the learned Caballiſt in- 
form'd me of laſt Night! He ſaid, that great reden 
or, the Emperor of the Moon, was inamour'd on! 


fair Mortal. It muſt be ſo—and either he deſcended i 


ſo! 


to court my Daughter perſonally, which for the Rare- ll 
neſs of the Novelty, ſhe takes to be a Dream; or elle, ? 


what they and I beheld, was viſionary, by way of! 


ſublime Intelligence. And poſlibly—'tis only thu : 
the People of that World converſe with Mortals— 


I my 


* * 
* 
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1 guſt be ſatisfy d in this main Point of deep Philo- 
ſophy. ._ (ALS 
Fi to my Study. —for I cannot reſt, 
Till I this weighty Myſtery have diſcuſs d. 

En? [Ex. very gravely, 


SCENE. The Garden, 


Enter Scaramouch with a Ladder. 


Scar. Tho' I am come off en Cavalier with my Ma- 
ſter, I am not with my Miſtreſs, whom I promiſed to 
S conſole this Night, and tis but juſt I ſhou'd make 
W this Morning; 'twill be rude to ſurprize her ſleeping, 
and more gallant to wake her with a Seranade at her 
Window. | 
[Sets the Ladder to her Window, fetches his Lute 

and goes up the Ladder. 


j. 
of He plays and fings this Song. 
When Maidens are young and in their Spring ; 
jl of Pleaſure, of Pleaſure, let em take their full Swing, 
N full, swing. —full Swing.— 


And love, and dance, and play, and ſing. 
= For S via, believe it, when Youth is done, 
here's nought but hum drum, hum drum, hum drum; 
here's nought but hum drum, hum drum, hum drum. 
ben Slvia be wiſe - be wiſe - be wiſe; | 
ho' Painting and Dreſſing, fora while, are Supplies, 

And may — ſurpriſe 
But when the Fire's going out in your Eyes, 
= 1c wiakles, it twinkles, it twinkles, and dies. 
ad then to hear Love, to hear Love from you, 

d as live hear an Owl cry—Wit to woo, | 

Wit to woo, Wit to woo. 


ded if Enter Mopſophil above. | 
gr AY Mop. What woful Dey: waking Mortal's this? 
bar ere the Lark her early Note has ſung, | 


WP cs doleful Love beneath my Caſement thrum 
ah, Seignior Scaramouch, is it you? _ 


Scar. Who ſhou'd it be, that takes ſuchPains to ſue? 
| | Mop, 


% 


1 of FE Moon. 
Mp. Ah, Lover moſt true Blue. 


Enter Harlequin in Womens Chaths. 


Har. If I can now but ger Admittance, I ſhall not 
only deliver the young Ladies their Letters from their 
Lovers, but get ſome Opportunity, i in this Diſguiſe, 
to ſlip this Billet Deuæ into Mepfaphel s Hand, and bob 
| m7 omrade Scaramouch. —Ha,—What do I ſee! 
8 y Miſtreſs at the Window, courting my Rival! Ah 

ypliel— 

'$:ar.—But we loſe precious Time, fince you deſign 
me a kind Hour in your Chamber. 

2 Oh Traytor! 


Mop. You'll be ſure ta keep i it "ihe Harlequin 


Har. Ah yes, he, hang him Fool, he takes you for 


2 Saint. 
33 Harlequin 3 bum, ſhotten Herring. 
Har. Ay, a Cully, a Noddy. 
Mop. A meer Zany. 

Har. Ah, hard hearted Turk. 

Map. Fit for nothing but a Cuckold. 


Har. Monſter of logratitude! How ſhall I be re. 


veng d? Scar. going over the Balcoy, 
Hold, hold, thou perjur d Traytor. 


ies out in a Woman's Vale: | 


© Mep. Ha, Diſcover dA Woman in the Garden 


Har. Come down, come n, thou falſe pert 


dious Wretch. 
- Scar. Who, in the Devil's Name, art thou? 
And to whom doſt thou ſpeaæk? 

Har. To thee, thou falle Deceiver, chat haft brok 
thy Vows, thy lawful Vows of Wedlock— 


[ Bawling out. 


J 
Oh, oh, that I ſhou'd live to ſee the Day— [Crying. 
Scar. Who mean, you, Woman ? 


Har. Whom ou d L mean but Wwe pr lawful 


Spouſe 


Mop. Oh Vijain 1—Laveful Spoule!—Ler me come 
" [Scar. comes 1 as Mopſa hl ings out of. 


to her. 


. . 11 5 % „ Ad V 


1 
8 


Scar. 


lot 


tl 
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Frar. The Woman's mad— hark ye, Jade how 
long have you been thus diſtracted ? 

Har. Eere fince TT loy'd and truſted thee, falſe Varlet. 


See ba ie Winter of my Love and Shame. 
1195 8 , [Bawls, and ke hal to her Beth, i 


1 Jul then Mopſophil enter. * 
— 15 How! with Child ut Villain, was I 
Ah rade a Property? | „ 


Scar. Hear me. ; | 

Har. Oh, thou Heathen Chriſtian Was n. not one 
Woman enough? 0 3 t 

Mep. Ay, Sirrah, anſwer to that. : 

Scar. 1 ſhall be facrific'd.— SEL 

Mop. I am reſolv'd to marry to-Morrow<cither to 
he Apothecary or the Farmer, Men I never ſaw, to 
be reveng'd on thee, thou termagant Infidel. | 


Enter the Doctor. 


N What Noiſe, what Out. cry, what Tumult 8 
this „ | 
Har. Ha, —the Doctor! —What wall I do? 
[Gets to the Door, Scar. pulls her in. 

Dea. A Womay {—ſome Bawd I am ſure Woman, 
hat's your Buſineſs here ?—ha— 
Har, I came, an't like your Seigniorſhip, to Madam 
the Governante here, to ſerve her in the Quality of a 
ile de Chambre, to the young Ladies, : 
| Def. A Fille de Chambre] tis ſo, a ſhe Pimp 
Har, Ah, Seignior— | 

[Makes his little dapper Leg inſtead 975 4 Curtfie. * 
Deg. How now, what do you mock me? 
Har. Oh Seignior !— [Gets nearer the Door. 
Mop. Stay, ſtay, Miſtreſs, 0 what Service are you 
able to do the Seignior's Daughters? 


ſul 5 4 oY this Seignior Doctor Baliardo, Madam? 

b 72 

"me Har, Oh! He's a very 3 Gentleman in- 
deed— 


| 
Ded. Ay, ay, hat Service can you do, Miſtreſs ? 
„Why, Seignior, I can ye a Cravat the beſt of 
| F any 
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any Perſon in Naples, and I can comb a Periwig,.., 

_ can | © 

. Very proper Service for young Ladies; you, 

I believe, have been Fille de Chambre to ſome —— 

Cavaliers. Eds 

Har. Moſt true, Seignior, why ſhou'd not the 
„Cavaliers keep Filles de Chambre, as well as great 

Ladies Yalets d: Chambre ? | 

D:8. Indeed "tis equally reaſonable.— Tis 3 
Bawd ; 4 [ Hide, 

_ —But have never ſerv'd Ladies? 

Har. Oh yes! I ſerv'd a Parſon's Wife? 

Doe. Is that a great Lady? 

Har. I ſurely, Sir, what is ſhe elfe ? for ſhe wor 
her Mantoes of Brokad de or, Petticoats Jac'd up to 
the Gathers, her Points, her Patches, Paints and 

Perfumes, and fate jn the uppermoſt Place in the 
Church too. I | 


Mop. But have you never ſerv'd Counteſſes an 
Dutcheſſes? 


Har. Oh, yes, Madam ! the laſt I ſerv'd, was at 
Alderman's Wife in the City. 
Mop. Was that a Counteſs or a Dutcheſs ? 

Har. Ay, certainly—for they have all the Money; 
and then for Cloaths, Jewels, and rich Furniture, 
and Eating, they outdo the very Vice Reigne herſelf. 

Doc. Apis is a very ignorant running Bawd, 
therefore firſt” ſearch her for Billet. Deux, and then 
have her pump'd. 

Har. Ah, ee e ä 
Scar. ſearches him, finds Leiter. 
Scar.—Ha,—to Elaria,—and Bull:-mante ? 

ERS [Reads the Outſide, pops em into his Boſan, 
»— Theſe are from their Lover 
Ha, —a Note to Mo/ophil,—Oh, Rogue! have | 
found you ? | 

Har. If you have, *tis but Trick for youi 
Trick, Seignior Scaramouch, and you may ſpare the 
Pumping. EM | 

Scar. For once, Sirrah, I'll bring you off, and 


deliver your Letters.—Sir, do you not know who 
this is 7— — — Har. 


A 


— 


__- wm wa 


Doc. What is he? 
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Har. Why 'tis a Rival of mine ; who put on this 


Diſguiſe to cheat me of Miſtreſs Mop/ophil.—See 


here's a Billet to her.— 


Scar. A Mungrel Dancing-Maſter ; therefore, Sir, 
fince all the Injury's mine, I'll pardon him for a 


| Dance, and let the Agility of his Heels fave his 


Bones, with your Permiſſion, Sir. | | 


De82. With all my Heart, and am glad he comes | 


off ſo comically. | [Harlequin dances. 
[4 knocking at the Gata Scar. 7 and returns. 
Scar. Sir, Sir, here's the rare Philoſopher who 
was here Yeſterday. | 
De8. Give him Entrance, and all depart. 


Enter Charmante. 


Char. Bleſt be thoſe Stars! that firſt conducted me 
to ſo much Worth and Virtue, you are their Darling, 
Sir, for whom they wear their brighteſt Luſtre. 

Your Fortune is eſtabliſh'd, you are made, Sir. 

Doct. Let me contain my Joy.— 
| Keeping in an impatient Joy. 
May I be worthy, Sir, to apprehend you? 

Char. After long Searching, Watching, Faſting, 
Praying, and uſing all the virtuous Means in Nature, 
whereby we ſolely do attain the higheſt Knowledge 
in Philoſophy ; it was reſolv'd, by ſtrong Intelli- 
mnt were the happy Sire of that bright 

ymph, that had infaſcinated, charm'd and conquer'd 


the mighty Emperor Jredenozor—the Monarch of the 


Oon. 


Do#. I am—undone with Joy ! ruin'd with Tranf- 
port. | L/ide. 
Can it—can it, Sir,—be poſſible— 


[Stifling his Joy, which breaks out; 

Char. Receive the Bleſſing, Sir, with Moderation. 
Doct. I do, Sir, I do. | 

. : 2194 This very Night, by their great Art, they 

He will deſcend, and ſhew himſelf in Glory, 


An Honour, Sir, no Mortal has received, 
Ko F 2 | This 
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* ſixty Hundred Years. . 75 | 
; . Hum—Say you ſo, Sir; no Emperor eye 
deſcend this ſixty Hundred Years. * Jad 
Was I deceiv'd laſt Night? [ Afide, 
Char. O] yes, Sir, often in Diſguiſe, in ſeveral 
* and Forms, which did of old occaſion ſo ma. 
ny fabulous Tales of all the Shapes of Jupiter— 
but never in their proper Glory, Sir, as Emperors, 
Fhis is an Honour only defign'd to you. 
Doct. And will his Grace—be here in Perſon, Sir} 
2 [Foyful, 

Char. In Perſon—and with him, a Man of mighty 
Quality, Sir, — tis thought—the Prince of Thunder. 
land, —but that's but whiſper'd, Sir, in the Cabal, 
and that he loves your Niece. 

De#. Miraculous ; how this agrees with all I've 
ſeen and heard To Night, ſay you, Sir? 
| + Char. 80 tis conjectured, Sir, —ſome of the Ca- 
balliſts are of Opinion that laſt Night there waz 
ſome Sally from the Moon. 
228. About what Hour, Sir? 8 : 
Char. The Meridian of the Night, Sir, about the 
Hours of twelve and one, but who defcended, or in 
what Shape, is yet uncertain. | 
Doc. This I believe, Sir. p 
Char. Why, Sir? 8 | 
Do&. May I communicate a Secret of that Nature? 
Char, To any of the Cat alliſts, but none elfe. 
Do8. Then know—laſt Night, my Daughter and 
my Niece were entertain'd by thoſe illuſtrious Heroes. 
Char. Who, Sir, the Emperor and Prince his Cou- 


"fin ? e ö 

. Deg. Moſt certain, Sir. —— 
But whether they appear'd in folid Bodies, or phan- 
tomical, is yet a Queſtion ; for at my unlucky Ap- 
proach, they all transform'd themſelves into a Piece 
of Hangings. | F557 
© Char. "Tis frequent, Sir, their Shapes are numer- 
ous, and 'tis alſo in their Power to transform all they 


_ 5 75 Dock 


touch, by vertue of a certain Stone — they call the 


— — 
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Doc. That wondrous Ebula, which Gonzales had? 
Char. The fame—by Virtue of which, all Weight 

was taken from him, and then with Eaſe the lofty 

Traveller flew from Parnaſſus Hill, and from Hyme- 

thus Mount, and high Gerania, and Acrocorinthus, 

thence to Taygetus, ſo to Olympus Top, from whence 
he had but one Step to the Moon. izzy he grants 

he * 


was. 
Doct. No Wonder, Sir, Oh happy great Gonzales! 
Char. Your Virtue, Sir, will render you as happy 
but I muſt haſte— this Night prepare your 
Daughter and your Niece, and let your Houſe be 
dreſs'd, perfum'd, and clean. 1 8 6 
Doc. it ſhall be all perform'd, Sir. | | 
Char. Be modgſt,-Sir, and humble in your Elevati- 
on, for nothing'thews the Wit ſo poor, as Wonder, 
nor Birth ſo mean, as Pride. 
Doc. T humbly thank your Admonition, Sir, and 
ſhall, in all I can, ſtruggle with Human Frailty. 
[Brings Char. to the Door bare. Exit. 
Enter Scaramouch peeping at the other Door. 
Scar. So, ſo, all Things go gloriouſly forward, but 
ny own Amour, and there is no convincing this Ob- 
ſtinate that *twas that Rogue Harlequin in Diſguiſe, 
laim'd me; ſo that I cannot ſo much as come to 
leliver the young Ladies their Letters from their Lo- 
ers. J muſt get in with this damn'd Miſtreſs of 
ine, or all our Plot will be ſpoil'd for want of In- | 
elligence. 5 1 
Hum, —the Devil does not uſe to fail me at a 
lead Lift. I muſt deliver theſe Letters, and.! 819 ey 
dave this Wench—tho' but to be reveng'd on her for 
buling me Let me ſee—ſhe is reſolv'd for the Apo- 
ecary or the Farmer. Well, ſay no more, honeſt 
caramouch, thou ſhalt ſind a Friend at need of me 
d if I do not fit you with a Spouſe; ſay that a Wo- 
Abe 15 ain 
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46 By The Emperor of the Moon. 5 
ACT IL SCENE 1. 


The Street with the Town Gate, where an Office ( 
| ſtands with a Staff like a London Conſtable. t] 


Enter Harlequin riding in a Calaſb, come through th h 
Gate towards the Stage, dreſi d like a Gentleman fits 
ting in it. The Officer lays hold of his Horſe, 


- 


Officer. LI OLD, hold, Sir, you, I ſuppoſe knoy 
the Cuſtoms that are due to this City of 
Naples, from all Perſons that paſs the Gates in Coach, 
Chariot, Calaſh, or Siege Yog/ant. 
Har. I am not ignorant of the Cuſtom, Sir, but 
what's that to me? t 
| _ Off: Not to you, Sir! why, what Privilege have 
you above the reſt ? | | 
Har. Privilege, for what, Sir? 
Of. Why for paſling, Sir, with any of the before 
named Carriages. | 
Har. Ar't mad? Doſt not ſee I am a plain ha. 
ker, and this my Cart, that comes to carry Bread for 
the Vice-Roy's and the City's Uſe ?——ha 

Off. Are you mad, Sir, to think I cannot ſex 

Gentleman Farmer and a Calaſh, from a Baker and: 
Cart ? | | 

Har. Drunk, by this Day——and fo early too? 
Oh you're a ſpecial Officer; unhand my Horte, 8. 
rah, or you ſhall pay for the Damage you do me. 
"Of. Hey-day! here's a fine Cheat upon the Vice 
Roy: Sir, pay me, or I'll ſeize your Horfe— 

: [Har. firikes him. They ſcuffile a litil. 
Nay, and you be ſo briſk, IH call the Clerk fron 
hi; Office. : 

Call. Mr. Clerk. Mr. Clerk. [Goes to the Fn 
trance to call the Clerk, the mean time Ha, 
ewhips a Frock over himſelf, and puts dew 
the bind Part of the Chariot, and then lis 
Cart. | 1 
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Eier Clerk. 
Cler. What's the Matter here? 
Of. Here's a Fellow, Sir, will perſuade me, his 
Calaſh is a Cart, and refuſes the Cuſtom for paſſing 


the Gate. „ 
Cler. A Calaſh— Where? —!l ſee only a Carter and 
his Cart. [The Officer looks on him. 


Off. Ha—What a Devil, was I blind? 

Har. Mr. Clerk, I am a Baker, that come with 
Bread to ſell, and this Fellow here has ſtop'd me this 
Hour, and made me loſe the Sale of my Ware—and 
being drunk, will out-face me I am a Farmer, and 
this Cart a Calaſh.— | 

Cler. He's in an'Error ; Friend, paſs on— 

Har. No, Sir, I'll have SatisfaQtion firſt, or the 
Vice-Roy ſhall know how he's ſery'd by drunken Of- 
ficers, that are a Nuiſance to a Civil Government. 

Cler. What do you demand, Friend ? 

Har. Demand, I demand a Crown, Sir. 

Of. This is very hard Mr. Clerk, If ever 
8 5 my Life, I thought I ſaw a Gentleman and 
a Calaſh. | . 


Cler. Come, come, gratify him, and ſee better 
hereafter, 


Of. Here, Sir, If I muſt, I wuſt. 
OE: | Gives him a Crown. 
Clerk. Paſs on, Friend. 


[Ex. Clerk. Har. unſeen, puts up the Back of bis 
Calaſh, and whips off his Frock, and goes ta 
drive on. The Officer looks an him, and flops 
him again, | | | 

Of. Hum, I'll ſwear it is a Calaſh=——Mr. Clerk, 
Mr. Clerk, come back, come bac k 
| Runs out to call him. He changes as before. 
097 Enter Officer and Clerk. | 
Come, Sir, let your own Eyes convince you, Sir 
Cler. Convince me, of what; you Sot ? | 
OF. This is a Gentleman, and that aha 
. | | [ Looks about an Har. 
Cler. Stark drunk, Sirrah I if you trouble me at 
2 Miſtake of Your's thus, you ſhall quit your Of- 


OF. 
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OF. beg your Pardon, Sir, I am a little in Drink 
Econfeſs, a little blind and mad—Sir,-This muſt be 
the Devil, that's certain. 
lde Clerk goes out, Har. -purs up his Calf 
Again, and pulls off his Frock. and drives oui. 
Well, now to my thinking, tis as plain a Calzf 
again as ever I ſaw in my Life, and yet I'm ſatisfed 
*tis nothing but a Cart. > 3 5" Fw, 


SC ENE changes to the Doctor's Houſe. The Hal). 


Enter Scaramouch in a Chair, which for down ant 
open d, on all Sides, and on the Top repreſents an Apr 
thecary's Shop, the Inſide being painted with Shelves 

and Rows of Puts and Bottles; Scaramouch ſitting 
in it dreſs'd in Blath, with abort black Cloak, a Rif 
 andlitth Hat. © 


Scar. The Devil's in't, if either the Doctor, ny 
Maſter, or Mepſophil, know me in this Difguiſe— And 
thus I may not only gain my Miſtrefs, and dut-wit 
Harlequin, but deliver the Ladies thoſe Letters from 
their Lovers, which I took ont of his Pocket this 
Morning, and who wou'd ſuſpect an Apothecary for 
a Pimp.— Nor can the Jade Mapſaphil, in Honour, 
refuſe a Perſon of my Gravity, and fo well ſet up — 
. Pointing to his Shi, 
Hum, the Doctor here firſt, this is not ſo well, but 
m prepar d with Impudence for all Encounters 


Enter the Doctor. Scaramouch ſalares him gravely, 


Moſt reverend Doctor Baliards, — [eu 

5 77 1593s 720 HE Bone) 
Scar. I might, through great Pufillanimity, bluſh— | 
to give you this Anxiety. Did not T opine you were 


as gracious as communitive and eminent; and thought 


you have no Cognifance of me, your humble Ser- 
vant, yet I have of you, you being fo gravely 1 


yn for your admirable Skill, both in Gallenical and 
atacelian Phenomena's and other approv'& Felicitics 


in vulnerary-Emeticks, and purgative Experiences. 


-— 
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Doct. Signior, your Opinion konours me rare 
Man this. : 8 
Scar. And though I am at A in writ- 
ing thoſe few Obſervations I have accumulated in 
my Peregrinations, Sir, pet the Ambition I aſpir d 
to, of being an ocular and aurial Witneſs of you Sin- 
gularity, made me treſpaſs on your ſublimer Affairs. 
Dact. Signior Wes 
Scar. —Beſides a violent Inclination, Sir, of being 
| initiated into the Denomination of your learned Fa- 
mily, by the conjugal Circumference of a matrimonial 
Tye, with that ſingularly accompliſh'd Perſon Ma- 
dam, the Governante of you Hoſtel, 
Doc. Hum—A Sweet-hear for Mop/ophil ! [ Afade. 
Scar. And if I may obtain your Condeſcention to 
W my Hymenzal Propoſitions, I doubt not my Operati- 
on with the Fair One. 
Doct. Signior, ſhe's much honour'd in the Overture, 
and my Abilities ſhall not be wanting to fix the Con- 
cord. But have you been a I raveller, Sir ? 
Scar. Without Circumlocutions, Sir, I have ſeen 
all the Regions beneath the Sun and Moon. 
Dock. Moon, Sir! You never travell'd thither, Sir? 
Scar. Not in Propria Perſona, Signior, but by 
Speculation, and made moſt conſiderable: Remarks 
on that incomparable Terra Firma, of which I have 
the compleateſt Map in Chriſtendom—and which 
Gonzales himſelf omitted in his Co/mographia of the 
Lunar Mundus. | : | 
Doct. A Map of the Lunar Mundus, Sir! May I 
crave the Honour of ſeeing it? _ 
Scar. You ſhall, Sir, together with a Map of Ter- 
ra Incognita, a great Rarity, indeed, Sir. 


Enter Bellemante. 


Doc. Jewels, Sir; worth a King's Ranſom, 
8%. Ha, — What Figure of a Thing have we 
ly $ ere —Bantering my credulous Uncle : This muſt 
he ſome Scout ſent from our Forl:rn Hope, to diſco- 
er the Enemy, and bring in freſh Intelligence. 
um,—That' Wink tipt me ſome Tidings, and ſhe 
1 deſerves 
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deſerves not a good Look, who underſtands not the 


5 Language of the Eyes —Sir, Dinners on the Table, 


Doce. Let it wait, I am imploy'd 
[She creeps to the other fide of Scaramouch, wy 
FEES makes Signs ewith his Hand to her. 

Bell. Ha,—'tis ſo— This fellow has ſome Novel 
for us, ſome Letters or Inſtructions, but how to get 
it [4s Scar. talks to the Doctor, he takes the Letter 

2 by degrees out of his Pocket, and unſeen, gives 
'em to Bellemante behind him. 


Doc. But this Map, 2 3. J proteſt you have 


_ flld me with $57 ul as it ſignify d all Things 
ſo exactly, ſay you 
Scar. Omitted nothing, Signior, no City, Town, 
Village, or Villa; no Caſtle, River, Bridge, Lake, 
Spring or Mineral. i 
Doct. Are any, Sir, of thoſe admirable Miner 
Waters there, ſo frequent in our World ? 
Scar. In abundance, Sir, the famous Garamantern, 
a young Italian, Sir, lately come from thence, gives 
an Account of an excellent Scaturigo, that has lately 
made an Ebulation there, in great Reputation with 
the Lunary Ladies. | | 
Doc. Indeed, Sir! be pleas'd, Signior, to ſolve 
me ſome Queries that may enode ſome Appearances 
of the Virtue of the Water you ſpeak of, 
Scar. Pox upon him, what Queſtions he aſks—but 
I muſt on- Why, Sir, you muſt know,—the Tincture 
of this Water upon Stagnation, Cheruberates, and 
the Crocus upon the Stones Flaveces, this he obſerves 
— to be, Sir, the Indication of a generous Water, 
Doct. Hum— _ | [ Grawvely nodding, 
Scar. Now, Sir, be pleas'd to obſerve the three 
Regions, if they be bright, without Doubt Mars is 
poweriul ; if the middle Region or Camera be pal- 
led, Filia Solis is breeding. | 
Doc. Hum. | 
Scar. And then the third Region, if the Fæces be 
volatile, the Birth will ſoon come in Balneo. This | 
obſerved alſo in the Laboratory of that ingenious 
Chymiſt Lycidono, and with mach Pleaſure . 
| verte 
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vented that Mineral” of the ſame Zenith and Nadir, 


of that now ſo famous Water in England, near tha 
famous Metropolis, called //lington. 

Dect. Signior 7 

Scar. For, Sir, upon the Infuſion, the Crows Head 
immediately procures the Seal of Hermes, and had 
not Lac Virginis been too ſoon, ſuck'd up, I believe 
we might have ſeen the Conſummation of Amaigema. 

(Bellemante having got her Letters, goes off. She 
makes Signs to him to ſlay a little. He nods. 

Doct. Moſt likely, Sir. 

Scar. But, Sir, this Garamanteen relates the ſtrang- 
eſt Operation of a Mineral in the Lunar World, that 
ever J heard of. 

Doct. As how, I pray, Sir? h . 
Scar. Why, Sir, a Water impregnated to Circula- 
tion with Fema Materia; upon my Honour, Sir, the 
ſtrongeſt I ever drank of. | | 

Doct. How, Sir! did you drink of it? 

Scar. I only ſpeak the Words of Garamanteen, Sir. 
—Pox on him, 1 ſhall be trapt. [ Aide. 


Scar. The Lunary Phyſicians, Sir, call it Urinam 
Vilcani, it calibeates every ones Excrements more or 


To my Knowledge, Sir, a Smith of a very fiery 
Conſlitution, is grown very opulent by drinking 
theſe Waters. 

Doct. How, Sir, grown rich by drinking the Wa- 
ters, and to your Knowledge: 


ledge, Sir, for what a Man of Honour relates, I may 
ſafely affirm. 


Doct. Excuſe me, Signior — 

| [Puts off his Hat again gravely. 
Sar. For, Sir, concceive me how he grew rich, 
ace he drank thoſe Waters he never buys any Iron, 
but hammers it out of Stercus Proprius. 


Doct. Cry Mercy, Sir. L Beau. 


leſs according to the Gradus of the Natural Calor.— 


Scar. The Devil's in my Tongue, to my Know- 


x | Enter 
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| Enter Bellemante wvith a Billet, 


Bell. Sir, tis three o'Clock, and Dinner will be 
cold. [Goes behind Scaramouch, and gives hin 
| the Note and goes out. 

Doc. I come Sweet-heart ; but this is wonderful. 

Scar. Ay, Sir, and if at any time Nature be too 
infirm, and he prove coſtive, he has no more to do, 
but apply a Load- ſtone ad Anum. 

Doct. Is't poſſible ? 

Scar. Moſt true, Sir, and that facilitates the Jour. 
ney per Viſcea.— But I detain you, Sir, another time 
ir. —I will now only beg the Honour of a Word 
or two with the Governante, before I go.— 

Doct. Sir, ſhe ſhall wait on you, and I ſhall be 
proud of the Honour of your Converſation,— 

. B [They bow. Exit Doctor. 
Enter to him Harlequin, dreſs'd like a Farmer, as be- 
os fore. | 

Har. Hum— What have we here, a Taylor or a 
Tumbler ? 

Scar. Ha Who's this ?——Ham— What if it 
ſhou'd be the Farmer that the Doctor has promis d 

Meop/ophil ta? My Heart miſgives me. 
* [T hey look at each other à whil, 
Who wou'd you ſpeak with, Friend ? 

Har. This is, perhaps, my Rival, the Apothecary, 

peak with, Sir, why, what's that to you ? 

Scar. Have you Affairs with Signior Doctor, Sir! 
Har. It may be I have, it may be I have not. 
What then, Sir ?, | 


While they ſeem in angry Diſpute, Enter Mopſophil. 


Mop. Signior Doctor tells me I have a Lover waits 
me, ſure it muſt be the Farmer or the Apothecary. 
No matter which, ſo a Lover, that welcomeſt Man 


alive. I am reſolv'd to take the firſt good Offer, tho 


but in Revenge of Harleguin and Scaramouch, for put- 
ting Tricks upon me. — Ha,. Two of em! 

Scar. My Miſtreſs here! [They both bow and ad 

| vance, both putting each other by. 


) Mop. 
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Mop. Hold, Gentlemen, do not worry me. | 
Which of you wou'd ſpeak with me ? 
» Both, I, I, I, Madam 
Myp. Both of you ? 
Both. No, Madam, I, I. 
Mop. If both Lovers, you are both welcome, but 
let's have fair Play, and take your Turns to ſpeak. 
Har. Ay, Signior, tis moſt uncivil to interrupt me. 
Scar. And diſingenuous, Sir, to intrude on me. 
5 | [Putting one another by. 
Mop. Let me then ſpeak firſt, 
Har. I'm dumb. ul 
Scar. I acquieſce. 1 - al 
Mop. 1 was inform'd there was a Perſon here had 
Propoſitions of Marriage to make me. 
Har. That's I, that's I, [Showes Scar. ay. 
Scar. And Iattend to that conſequential Finis. 
l [ Showes Har. away, 
Har. I know not what you mean by your Finis, 
Signior, but J am come to offer myſelf this Gentle- 
woman's Servant, her Lover, her Huſband, her Dog 
ia a Haſtar, or any thing. | 
Scar. Him 1 pronounce a Paltroon, and an igno- 
minious Utenſil, that dares lay claim to the renowned 
| Lady of my Primum Mobile; that is my beſt Aﬀec- 
OS —— ; In Rage. 
Har. I ſear not your Hard Words, Sir, but dare 
aloud pronounce, if Denna Mapſophi] like me, the 
| Farmer, as well as I like her, *tis a Match, and my 
Chariot's ready at the Gate to bear her off, d'ye ſee.— 
Mop. Ah, how that Chariot pleads. [ Afrde. 
Scar. And I pronounce, that being intoxicated 
with the ſweet Eyes of this refulgent Lady, I come 
$ to tender her my nobleſt Particulars, being already 
moſt advantageouſly ſet up with the circumſtantial 
Implements of my Occupation. [ Points to the Shop. 
Mob. A City - Apothecary, a moſt genteel Calling 
—— Which ſhall I chuſe ?!——Signior Apothecary, 
I'll not expoſtulate the circumſtantial Reaſons that: 
- haue occaſion'd me this Honour. 


Scar. 


Wy . 


. Emperor of the Moon. 
S Scar, Incomparable Lady, the Elegancy of your 


Repartees moſt excellently denote the Profundity of py 
your Capacity. 


Har. What the Devil's all this? Good Mr. Coyyu. = 
rer ſtand by—and don't fright the Gentlewoman with Pair 
_your elegant Profundities. (Puts bim by, jeQi 
/ Scar. How, a Conjurer ? I will chaſtiſe thy vulgar 80 
Ignorance, that yclips a Philoſopher a Conj _  libl 

5 | n Rage. 
Har. Loſaphers !—Pr'ythee, if thou be'ſt a Mas, 4 


Scar. Why, what do I ſpeak like? What do! $ 
| ſpeak like ? = 


Har. What do you ſpeak like—why you ſpeak like 

a Wheel-Barrow. $34 f 

Scar. How !— vill: 

Har. And how. you 

[They come up cloſe together at half Sword 5 

Parry; flare on each other for a While, thin of ] 

| up and bow to each other cially. tha 

Mop. L hat's well Gentlemen, let's have all Peace, A 

while I ſurvey you both, and ſee which likes me bet, wa 

[She goes between em, and ſurveys em both, they ted 

making ridiculous Bows en both Sides, ard HY 

Grimaces the While. | 

ha, now on my Conſcience, my two fooliſh Lo- d! 
vers, Harlequin and Scaramouch ; how are my Hopes 

defeated ?—but faith I'll fit you both, 

2% | [She wiews em both, 

Scar. So, ſhe's conſidering till, I ſhall be the happy [ 

12 Akide ö 

qui 


| . | de, 
Har. She's taking Aim, ſhe cannot chuſe but like 
me beſt. I [ fade. 
Scar. Well, Madam, how does my Perſon propa- 
gate. [ Bowing and Smiling, 
Mop. Faith, Signior, now I look better on you, | 
do not like your Phiſnomy ſo well as your Intellects; 
you diſcovering fome circumſtantial Symptoms that "0 
ever denote a villainous Inconſtancy. 
Scar. Ah, you are pleas'd, Madam, — 
Mop. You are mi „ Signior, Tam difpleas'd at 
| | | your 


4 
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your Gray-Eyes, and Black Eye-brows, and Beard; 
| never knew a Man with thoſe Signs, true to his 
Miſtreſs or his Friend. And I wou'd tooner wed that 
Scoundrel Scaramouch, that very civil Pimp, that meer 
Pair of chymical Bellows that blow the Doctor's pro- 
jecting Fires, that Deputy-urinal Shaker, that ver 
Guzman of Salamanca, than a Fellow of your infal. | 
| lible Sigaum Mallis. — | | 
Har. Ha, ha, ha,—you have your Anſwer, 13 
nior Friſkin - and may ſhut up your Shop and 
gone, —Ha, ha, ha.— | 
Scar. Hum, ſure the Jade knows me. [Aſide. 
Mop. And as for you, Signior. | 
Har. Ha, Madam— [ Bowing and Smiling. 
Mop. Thoſe Lanthorn Jaws of yours, with that moſt 
villainous Sneer and Grin, and a certain fierce Air of 
your Eyes, looks altogether moſt fanatically—which 
W with your notorious Whey Beard, are certain Signs 
of Knavery and Cowardice ; therefore I'd rather wed 
that Spider Harlequin, that Skeleton Buffoon, that 
Ape of Man, that Jack of Lent, that very Top, that's 
of no Ule, but when 'tis whip'd and laſh'd, that pi- 
teous Property I'd rather wed than thee. | 
Har. A very fair Declaration— 
Mop. You underſtand me——and fo adieu, ſweet 
Gliſter-pipe, and Signior dirty Boots, Ha, ha, ha.— 
3 [ Runs out. 
[They fland looking imply on each other, without 
ſpeaking a While. t | 
Scar. That I ſhou'd not know that Rogue Harle- 
quin. Aae. 
Har. That I ſhou'd take this Fool for a Phyſician. 
[Aſide. 
| * long have you commenc'd Apothecary, Sig- 
aiot k 


Scar. Ever ſince you turn'd Farmer.—Are not you 
damn'd Rogue to put theſe Tricks upon me, and 
tolt diſhonourably break all Articles between us? 
Har. And are not you a damn'd Son of a—ſome- 
thing—to break Articles with me ? 


Scar. No more Words, Sir, no more Words, I find 
it 


——— . — 


HFHouſe To-day in Woman's Cloaths, and I ſhou'd be 
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it muſt come to Actions. Draw. — Dram 0 
Har. Draw, —ſo I can draw, Sir.— [ Drawus, Ly: 


Thy make a ridiculous corvardly Fight. Enter thy En, 


oQor, which they ſeeing, come on with more Cy. 


rage. He runs between, and with his Cane beats th, 
Sawords down. ind 
Doct. Hold hold What mean you, Gentlemen? q 
| Scar. Let me go, Sir, I am provok'd beyond Mes- | 
Song Sir. a 
Doct. You muſt excuſe me, Signior— _ W. 


[Parlies with Harlequin. tha 

Scar. I dare not diſcover the Fool for his Matters Wl 
Sake, and it may ſpoil our Intrigue anon; beſides, 
he'll then diſcover me, and I ſhall be diſcarded far M 
bantering the Doctor. 22 ä 


A Man of Honour to be ſo baſely affronted here.—. Sie 
| The Doctor comes to appeaſe Scaramouch, "> 

Har. Shou'd I diſcover this Raſcal, he wou'd tel | 
the old Gentleman I was the fame that attempted hiz _ 


kick d and beaten moſt unſatiably. 

Scar. What, Signior, for a Man of Parts to be in- 

os'd upon, —and whip'd through the Lungs here— 
like a Mountebank's Zany for ſham Cures—Mr. Doc- 
tor, L mutt tell you 'tis not civil. 

Doct. I am extremely ſorry for it, Sir,—and you 
ſhall ſee how Twill have this Fellow handled for the 
Affront to Perſons of ou h and in my Houſe 


—Here, Pedro, — 
E ale Pedro. 


— Take this Intruder, or bring ſome of your Fellows 
hither, and toſs him in a Blanket— , 
[Exit Pedro. Har. going to creep away, Scar, 


holds him. W 
Har. Hark ye,—bring me off, or III diſcover al Di 
your Intrigue. | . to hin. 


Scar. Let me alone.— 
Doct. I'll warrant you ſome Rogue that has ſome 
Plot on oy Niece and Daughter . 
| Cear, 
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$:ar. No, no, Sir, he comes to _ the groſſeſt 
Lye upon you, that ever was heard of. 33 


Enter Pedro with. others, with a Blanket, They put 
Har. into it, and toſs him. 


Har. Hold, hold, Fl confeſs all, rather than 
' indure it. - 
Doct. Hold, ——What will you confeſs, Sir. 
[ He comes out. Makes fick Faces. 
Scar. —That he's the greateſt Impoſtor in Nature. 
Wou'd you think it, Sir? he pretends to be no lefs 
than an Ambaſſador from the Emperor of the Moon, 
dir | 
Do. Ha, —-Ambaſſador from the Emperor of the 
Moon | [P ulls of his Hat. 
Scar. Ay, Sir, thereupon I laugh'd, thereupon he 
grew angry,—l laugh'd at his Reſentment, and there- 
upon we drew and this was the high Quarrel, Sir. 
Dea, Hum Ambaſſador from the Moon, [ Pauſes. 
Scar. J have brought you off, manage him as well 
as you can. | 
Har. Brought me off, yes, out of the Frying-Pan 
into the Fire. Why, how the Devil ſhall I a@& an Am- 
dalla? Alas. 
Dot. It muſt be ſo, for how ſhou'd either of theſe 
know | expected that Honour ? 1 
[He addreſſes him with profound Civility to Har. 
dir, if the Figure you make, approaching ſo near ours 
of this World, have made us commit any undecent 
Indignity to your high CharaQter, you ought to par- 
don the Frailty of our mortal Education and Igno- 
rance, having never before been bleſt with the De- 
ſcenſion of any from your World. 
Har. What the- Devil ſhould I fav now? [ 4/ide, 
W—! confeſs, I am as you ſee by my Garb, Sir, a little 
Incognito, becauſe the publick Meſſage I bring is very 
WW Private——which is, that the mighty /redonozor, Em- 
peror of the Moon—with his moſt worthy Brother, 
the Prince of Thunderland, intend to ſup with you to- 
Night—Therefore be ſure you get good Wine. 
800 H Tho! 


— 
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Tho' by the Way let me tell you, tis for the Sake of 
your fair Daughter. f 
Scar. Tl leave the Rogue to his own Management... 
I preſume, by your Whiſpering, Sir, you wou'd be 
private, and humbly begging Pardon, take my Leave. 

| | | Exit Scaramouch, 
Har. You have it, Friend. Does your Niece and 
Daughter drink, Sir? 5 

Doc. Drink, Sir? ] 

Har. Ay, Sir, drink hard. 

1 De#. Do the Women of your World drink hard, 
Sir? SF” | 

Har. According to their Quality, Sir, more or leſs; 
the greater the Quality, the more profuſe the Quan. 
uty. 

Dee Why that's juſt as tis here; but your Men 
of Quality, your Stateſmen, Sit, I preſume they are 
. ſober, learned and wife. | 

Har. Faith, no, Sir, but they are, for the moſ 
Part, what's as good, very proud, and promiſing, vir, 
moſt liberal of their Word to every tawning Suiter, to 
purchaſe the ſtate of long Attendance, and cringing 
as they paſs; but the Devil of a Performance, with- 
out you get the Knack of Bribing in the right Place 
and Time; but yet they all defy, it, Sir. — 

Doc. Juſt, juſt as 'tis here. ETIL 
hut pray Sir, How do theſe great men live with 


their Wives? 


Har. Moſt nobly, Sir, my Lord keeps his Coach, 
my Lady, hers; my Lord his Bed, my Lady hers; 
and very rarely ſee one another, unleſs they chance 
to meet in a Viſit, in the Park, the Mall, the Tower, 
or at the Baſet-Table, where they civilly ſalute and 
part, he to his Miſtreſs, ſhe to play. 
Doc. Good lack! juſt as 'tis here. 
Har — Where, 11 ſhe chance to loſe her Money, 
rather than give out, ſhe borrows of the next amorous 
Coxcomb, who, from that Minute, hopes, and is fure 
to be paid again one way or other, the next kind Op- 
portunity. 5 
Doa. —— Juſt as tis here. 
5 | Har, 
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| Har. As for the young Fellows that have Money, 

they have no Mercy upon their own Perſons, but 

wearing Nature off as faſt as they can, ſwear, and 
whore and drink, and borrow as long as any rooking 

Citizen will lend, till having dearly purchaſed the. 
heroick Title of a Bully or a Sharper, they live pity'd 
of their Friends, and deſpis'd by their Whores, and 
depart this tranſitory World, diverſe and ſundry ways. 
Deg. Juſt, juſt as tis here! 

Har. As for the Citizen, Sir, the Courtier hes with 
his Wife, he, in Revenge, cheats him of his Eſtate, 
till rich enough to marry his Daughter to a Courtier, 
again give him all—unleſs his Wite's Over-gallantry 
break him; and thus the World runs round. 

Do8. The very ſame tis here.—ls there no Pr 
ferment, Sir, for Men of Parts and Merit ? 

Har. Parts and Merit! What's that? a Livery, or 
the handſome tying a Cravat ; for the great Men per- 
fer none but their Fotmen and Valets.. 

Dact. By my Troth, juſt as tis here. 

—Sir, I find you are a Perſon of moſt profound Intel- 
ligence—under Favour, Sir,—Are you a Native of 
the Moon or this World. | 

Har, The Devil's in him for hard Queſtions. 
Alam a Neapolitan, Sir. 

Dect. Sir, I honour you; good lack, my Country- 
man! How got you to the Region of the Moon, Sir? 

Har. —A plaguy inquiſitive old Fool 
— Why, Sir, —Pox on't, what ſhall I ſay ?—l being 
one Day in a muſing Melancholly, walking by the 
vdea-fide—there aroſe, Sir, a great Miſt, by the Sun's 
exhaling of the Vapours of the Earth, Sir. 

Doct. Right, Sir. 2 

Har. In this Fog or Miſt, Sir, I was exhal'd. 

Doct. The Exhalations of the Sun, draw you to 
the Moon, Sir ? 

Har. I am condemn'd to the Blanket again.—l ſay 
vir, I was exhal'd up, but in my way—— being too 
heavy, was dropt into the Sea. | 
Doct. How, Sir, into the Sea? 

H 2 Har. 


* 


— = „„ 
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Har. The Sea, Sir, where the Emperor's Fiſher. 
man caſting his Nets, drew me up, and took me for a 
ſtrange and monſtrous Fiſh, Sir,—and as ſuch, pre- 
ſented me to his Mightineſs, —who going to have me 
ſpitchcock'd for his own eating.— 

Doct. How, Sir, eating? — 

Har. What did 1, Sir, (Life being ſweet) but fall 
on my Knees, and beſought his Gloriouſneſs not to 
eat me, for I was no Fiſh but a Man; he aſk'd me of 
what Country, I told him of Naples; whereupon the 
Emperor overjoy'd aſk'd me if I knew that moſt re- 
verend and learned Doctor Baliardo, and his fait 
Daughter. I told him I did : whereupon he made me 
his Bed-fellow, and the Confident to his Amour to 
— Elaria. | 

oct. Bleſs me, Sir! how came the Emperor to 
know my Daughter? 
Har. ——'There he is again with his damn'd hard 
Queſtions.—Knew her, Sir, —Why-—you were walk- 
ing abroad one Day. *\ 

Doct. My Daughter never goes abroad, Sir, f#rther 
than our Garden.— IN 

Dar. Ay, there it was indeed, Sir. 


and as his 


Highneſs was taking a Survey of this lower World— 


through a long Perſpective, Sir, he ſaw you and 
your Daughter and Niece, and from that very Mo- 
ment, fell moſt deſperately in Love.—But hark, —the 
Sound of Timbrels, Kettle-Drums and Trumpets.— 
The Emperor, Sir, is on his Way, — prepare for his 
Reception. | LAs 
I range Noiſe is heard of Braſs Kettles, and 
Pans, and Bells, and many tinkling T hings. 

Doct. I'm in a Rapture How ſhall I pay my 

Gratitude for this great Negotiation ?—but as | may, 
TI humbly offer, Sir. 8 


Pa 


„eee, | 
Har. Sir, as an Honour done the Emperor, I take 
your Ring and Gold, I muſt go meet his Highneſs.— 
| ales Leave. 
55 Enter 


[ Preſents him with a rich Ring and a Purſe of i f 
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Enter to bim Scaramouch, as himſelf. 


Scar. Oh, Sir! we are aſtoniſh'd with the dread- 
ful Sound of the ſweeteſt Muſick that ever Mortal 
heard, 'but know not whence it comes. Have you 
not heard it, Sir? — ; : 

Doct. Heard it, yes, Fool, "Tis the Muſick of 
the Spheres, the Emperor of the Moon World is de- 
ſcending. 1 

Scar. How, Sir, no marvel then, that, looking 
towards the South, I ſaw ſuch ſplendid Glories in 
che Air. > 
Doct. Ha, 
Air? | 

Scar, Oh, yes, Sir, Wonders! haſte to the old 
Gallery, whence, with the Help of your Teleſcope, 
you may diſcover all. s 


Dock. I wou'd not loſe a Moment for the lower 
Univerſe. | 


ſaw'ſt thou ought deſcending in the 


Enter Elaria, Bellemante, Mopſophil, dre/i'4 in ric 
| " antick Habits. 


Ela. Sir, we are dreſs'd as you commanded us, 
What is your farther Pleaſute ? 1 
Dod. It well becomes the Honour you're de- 
gu'd for, this Night to wed two Princes come 
ih me and know your happy Fates. 
[- ITY [ Exit Doctor and Scar. 
i. Bleſs me! My Father, in all the reſt of his 
=] iſcourſe ſhews ſo much Senſe and Reaſon, I cannot 
hink him mad, but feigns all this to try us. | 
Bell. Not mad! Marry Heavens forbid, thou art 
ways creating Fears to ſtartle one; why if he be 
_ ad, his want of Sleep this eight and forty - 
RP 0.75, the Noiſe of ſtrange unhbeird of Inſtruments, 
ich the fantaſtick Splendor of the unuſual Sight, 
ll ſo turn his Brain and dazzle him, that in Grace 
114 Goodneſs, he may be mad: If he be not ;—come, 
after him to the Gallery, for I long to ſee in 
bat ſhowing Equipage our princely Lovers will 
Wc dreſs to us. | | [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE The Laſt, 


The Gallery richly adorn'd with Scenes and Livkt, 


Enter Doctor, Elaria, Bellemante, and Mopfophil 
| Soft Mufick is bara. 


Bell. Ha.— Heavens! what's here ?—what pa. 
lace is this? No Part of our Houſe, I'm ſure 

Ela. Tis rather the Apartment of ſome Monarch, 

De&. I'm all Amazement too; but muſt not ſhew 
my Ignorance.— Ves, Zlaria, this is prepar'd to en- 
tertain two Princes. | 
Bell. Are you ſure on't, Sir? are we not, think 
you, in that World above, I often heard you ſpeak 
of? in the Moon, Sir? | 

Dea. How ſhall I reſolve her For ought I know, 
we are. [ Afide, 

Ela. Sure, Sir, 'tis fome Inchantment. 

Dee. Let not thy Female Ignorance prophane the 
higheſt Myſteries of Natural Philoſophy : To Fook 
it ſeems Inchantment—but Pve a Senſe can reach it, 
—ſit and expect the Event.—Hark—I am amaz's, 
but muſt conceal my Wonder—that Joy of Fool 
and appear wiſe in Gravity. 

Bell. Whence comes this charming Sound, Sir? 

- Da&. From the Spheres—it is familiar to me. 


[The Scene in the Front draws off, and ſhews the Hill of 
Parnaſſus, @ noble large Walk of Trees leading to it, 
with eight or ten Negroes upon Pedeſtals, rang d m 

tach Side of the Walks. Next Keplair and Gallileus 
deſcend on each Side, oppoſite to each other, in Chariots, | 

evith Perſpectives in their Hands as viewing the Ma- 
chine of the Zodiack. Soft Mufick plays flill. 


Doc. Methought I ſaw the Figure of two Men 
deſcend from yonder Cloud, on yonder Hill. 

Ela. I thought ſo too, but they are diſappear'd, 
and the wihg'd Chariot's fle. 


Enter 
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Enter Keplair and Gallileus. | 


J. See, Sir, they approach.— 

15 OT [The Doctor riſes and bows, 

K:p. Moſt reverend Sir, we, from the upper World, 
thus low ſalute you. Keplair and Galliltus we are 
call'd, ſent as Interpreters to great Jredonozor, the 
Emperor of the Moon, who is deſcending. * - 

Dock. Moſt reverend Bards profound Philoſo- 
phers—thus low I bow to pay my humble Gratitude, 

Kep. The Emperor, Sir, ſalutes you, and your fair 
Daughter. | . 

Gall. And, Sir, the Prince of Wunderland ſalu 
you, and your fair Niece. | 

Doc. Thus low I fall to thank their royal Good- 
neſs. | [ Kreels. They take him up. 


Bell. Came you, moſt reverend Bards, from the 
Moon World ? ' * 


Kap. Moſt lovely Maid, we did. 

Doct. May I preſume to aſk the Manner how ? 

Kep. By Cloud, Sir, through the Regions of the 
Air, down to the fam'd Parnaſſus ; thence by Water, 
along the River Helicon, the reſt by Poſt, upon twa | 
wing'd Eagles. £2 

De#. Sir, are there Store of our World inhabiting 
the Moon ? | | 

Kep. Oh, of all Nations, Sir, that lie beneath it in- 
the Emperor's Train! Sir, you will behold Abun- 
dance; look up and ſee the orbal World deſcending ; 
obſerve the Zodiack, Sir, with her twelve Signs. 

[Next the Zodiack deſcends, a Symphony playing 
all the while; when it is landed, it delivers 
the twelve Signs; Then the Song, the Perſons 
of the Zodiack being the Singers. After which, 
the Negroes dance and mingle in the Chorus, 


A Song for the Zodiack. 


Ar murmuring Lovers no longer repine, = 
But their Hearts and their Voices advance; | 9 
Let the Nymphs and the Swains in the kind Chorus 
And the Satyrs and Fauns in a Dance. 1 
et 
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64 De Emperor of the Moon. 
£ Let Nature put on her Beauty of May, 
| And the Fields and the Meadows adorn ; 


Let the Woods and the Mountains reſound with the 


| Joy, 
35 And the Echoes their Triumph return. 
. FR | Chorus. 
For ſince Love wore his Darts, 
And Virgins grew coy ; 
Since theſe wounded Hearts, 
| And thoſe cou'd deſtroy. | 
There ne'er was more Cauſe for your Triumphs and 
Joy. ä | 
Hark, hark, the Muſick of the Spheres, 
Some Wonder approaching declares 
Such, ſuch, as has not bleſt our Eyes and Ears 
This thouſand, thouſand, thouſand Years. 
| See, ſee what the Force of Love can make, 
| Who rules in Heaven, in Earth and Sea; 
| - Behold how he commands the Zodiack, 
While the fix'd Signs unhinging all obey. 
Not one of which, but repreſents 
The Attributes of Love, 
Who governs all the Elements 
| IẽI In Harmony above. 


| Chorus. 
| For ſince Love wore his Darts, 
| And Virgins grew coy ; 
Since theſe wounded Hearts, 
\ And thoſe cou'd deſtroy, 
There ne'er was more Cauſe for your Triumphs and 
. 5 
The wanton Aries firſt deſcends, 
To ſhew the Vigor and the Play, 
Beginning Love, beginning Love attends, 
When the young Paſſion is all over Joy, 
He bleats his ſoft Pain to the fair curled Threvp, 
And he leaps, and he bounds, and loves all the Day 
At once loves Courage and his Slavery 
long. 
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In Taurus is expreſs d, 
Tho! o'er the Plains he conqueror be, 
The generous Beaſt | 
Does to the Yoke ſubmit his noble Breaft; 
While Gemini ſmiling and twining of Arms, 
Shews Love's — 9 9 — and Charms. 
And Cancer's ſlow Motion the Degrees to expreſs, 
Reſpectful Love arrives to Happineſs. | 
Leo his Strength and Majeſty, | 
Virgo his bluſhing Modeſty, 8 
And Libra all his Equity. 
His Subtilty- does Scorpio ſhew, 
And Sagittarius all his looſe Deſire, 


By Capricorn his forward Humour know, 


And Agua, Lovers Tears that raiſe his Fire, 
While Piſces, which intwin'd do move, 


Shew the ſoft Play, and wanton Arts of Love. 


| Chorus. 
For ſince Love wore his Darts, 
And Virgins grew coy. 
vince theſe wounded Hearts, 
And thoſe cou'd deſtroy, | 
There ne er was more Caule for your Triumphs and 


Toy. 


ee how ſhe turns, and ſends her Signs to Earth. 
—hchold the Ram Aries ſee Taurus next 
deſcends; then Gemini ſee how the Boys em- 
brace. Next Cancer, then Leo, then the Virgin; 
next to her Libra Scorpio, Sagittar, Capricorn, 
Aguarius,. Pcs. This eight thouſand Years no 
Emperor has deſcended, but Incognito ; but when he 
aces, to make his Journey more magnificent, the Zo- 


llack, Sir, attends him. 


Dod. Tis all amazing, Sir! 8 
Kep. Now, Sir, behold the globick World deſcenda 
wo thouſand Leagues below its wonted Station, to 
new Obedience to its proper Monarch. 
[After which the Globe of the Moon appears, 
Firſt like a new Moon; as it moves forward 
| " it 


* 
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A LL Joy to Mortals, Joy and Mirth, 
The Gods of .Love deſcend to Earth, 


And Daphne now no more ſhall fly q the 


See, Sir, the Cloud of Foreigners appears, French, MP ut 
Engliſh, Spaniards, Danes, Turks, Ruſſians, Indians, 


he Emperor of tht Moon... 
it increaſes till it comes to the Full. When | 
is deſcended, it opens, it Seaus the Emperor 
end the Prince. They come forth with all 
their Train. The Flutes playing a Symphony 

_ before him, which prepares the Song, which 

ended, the Dancers mingle as before. 


A SONG. 


Eternal /O's ſing; 


Their Darts have loſt the Sting. 
The Youth ſhall now complain no more op 

Of Sylvia's needleſs Scorn, | 
But ſhe ſhall love, if he adore, 

And melt when he ſhall burn. 


The Nymph no longer ſhall be ſhy, 
But leave the jilting Road; 


The wounded panting God; 
But all ſhall be ſerere and fair, 
No ſad Complaints of Love 
Shall fill the gentle whiſpering Air, 
No echoing Sighs the Grove. 


Beneath the Shades young Svrepbhon lies, 
Of all his Wiſh poſſeſs d: 
Gazing at Sylvia's charming Eyes, 
Whoſe Soul is there conteſt. 
All foft and ſweet the Maid appears, 
With Looks that know no Art, 
And though ſhe yields with trembling Fears, 
She yields with all her Heart. 


and the nearer Climes of Chriſtendom ; and laſtly, 
Sir, behold the mighty Emperor. 
[IA Chariot appears, made like.a Half moon, in Tha 

which is Cinthio for the Emperor, 4403 


evith à good many Heroes attending. Cin- 
thio's Train born by four Cupids. The Song 
continues while they deſcend and land, They 
addreſs themſelves to Elaria and Bellemante. 
Doctor falls on his Face, the reſt bow 
very low as they paſs. They make Signs to 
_- Keplair. te 

Keep. The Emperor wou'd have yau riſe, Sir, he 
will expect no Ceremony from the Father of his 
Miſtreſs. Tales him up. 
Doc. I cannot, Sir, behold his Mightineſs——the 
Splendor of his Majeſty confounds me | 

. You muſt be moderate, Sir, it is expected. 
[The two Lowers make all the Signs of Lowe in 
dumb Show to the Ladies, aubile the ſoft Mu- 
fick plays again from the End of the Song. 


venly Voices, Sir? | 
Kep. They never ſpeak to any Subject, Sir, when 
they appearin Royalty, but by Interpreters, and that 


Oracles. 2 
Dea. Any way, ſo I may hear the Senſe of what 
they wou'd ſay. | 
Key, No doubt you will—But ſee the Empeorr 
commands by Signs his Foreigners to dance, — 
. [Soft Muſick changes. 
[ 4 very antick Dance. The Dance ended, the 
Frant Scene draws off,, aud ſhows a Temple, 
with an Altar, one ſpeaking "through a 
| Stentraphon from behind it. Soft Muſick plays 
the while. 4 8 
Kp. Moſt learned Sir, the Emperor now is going 
o declare himſelf, according to his Cuſtom, to his 
Subjects. Liſten — . 
Sen. Moſt Reverend Sir, whoſe Virtue did incite us, 
hoſe Daughter's Charms did more invite us; 
e come to grace her with that Honour, 
That never Mortal yet had done her, | 
OBS Once 


Dock. Shall I not have the Joy to hear their hea- 


by way of Stentraphron, in manner of the Delphick 


The Emperor of the Moon. 6 
dreſs'd, and Charmante for the Prince, rich, 
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68 | The Emperar of the Moon... 


Once onl Fowve was known in Story, | 

To viſit Somele in Glory. | of | 1 

But fatal *twas, he ſo enjoy'd her, : 

Her own ambitious Flame deſtroy'd her.. B 
His Charms too fierce for Fleſh and Blood, A 

She dy'd embracing of her God. T 

We gentler Marks of Paſſion give, SY A 


'The Maid we love, thall love and live ; 
Whom viſibly we thus will grace, 
Above the reſt of human Race. | 
Say, is't your Will that we ſhould wed her, 
And nightly in Diſguiſes bed her ? 
Doct. She Glory is too great for mortal Wife. 
; 1 7 [ Kneels with Tranſpurt, 
Sten. What then remains but that we conſummate 
Tais happy Maariage in our ſplendid State? | | 
5 Doc. Thus low I knee}, in Thanks for this great 
Jaleſſing. N + OE. | 
| [Cinthio tale, Elaria by the Hand; Char- Wi of 
mante, Bellemante ; #wo of the Singers in 
| White being Priefis, they lead em to the A. ret 
| fur, the whole Company dividing on either 
— Side. Where, while a Hymeneal Song i 
fung, the Prieft joins their Hands, The Sag 
- ended, and they marryd, they come forth; My 
| but before they come forward, —two Charizts ed 
deſcend, one on one fide abowe, and the other / 
on the other ſide; in which, is Harlequin, You 
dreſs'd like a mock Hero, with others, and Th; 
Searamouch in the other, dreſi d fo in Hel. vir, 
mets. © | | It v 
8 Scar. Stay, mighty Emperor, and vouchſafe to be Of 
| the Umpire of our Difference. : 
1 | | | [Einthio fgns to Keplair: D 


| 
| Kip. What are you? —4 
| Scar. Two neighbouring Princes to your vaſt Do- K 
5 minion. | : Tha 
| Har. Knights of the Sun, our honourable Titles. Don 
| And fight foa that fair Mortal Mopſophil. The 


Mep. Bleſs us, ! my two precious Lovers, III Whc 
; : N Warrant; And 


The Emperor of the oon. 69 


warrant; well, I had better take up with one of 
them, than lye alone to- night. 5 
Scar. Long as two Rivals we have lov'd and hop'd, 
Both equally endeavour'd, and both fait d. | 
At laſt by joint Conſent, we both agreed 
To try our Titles by the Dint of Lance, 
And choſe your Mightineſs for Arbitrafor. 
Kip. The Emperor gives Conſent, | | 
{They both, all arm'd with gilded Lances and. 
Shields of Black, with golden Suns painted. | 
The Muſick plays a fighting Tune. They fight: | 
at Barriers, to the Tune. — Harlequin is of- | 
ten foil d, but advances flill ; at laſt Scara- 
mouch throws him, and is Conqueror ; all 
give Judgment for him. | info 
Xp. The Emperor pronounces you are Victor. 
EM [To Scar. | 
Doct. Receive your Miſtreſs, Sir, as the Reward- | 
of your undoubted Valour.— [ Preſents Mopſophil.. | 
Scar. Your humble Servant, Sir, and Scaramouch | 
returns you humble Thanks.— [| Puts off his Helmet. 
Doc. Ha, —Scaramouc h | | 
[ Baxvls out, and falls in a Chair. They all go 


2 7 0 h | 
3 My Heart miſgives me- Oh, I am undone and cheat- 
ed every way [Bawling out. 


Kep. Be patient, Sir, and call up all your Virtue, 
You're only cur'd, Sir, of a Diſeaſe 
That long has reign'd over your nobler Faculties: . 
Sir, I am your Phyſician, Friend and Counſellor z- | . 
It was not in the Power of Herbs or Minerals, 
Of Reaſon, common Senſe, and right Religion, | 
To draw you from an Error that unman'd you. 

De#. 1 will be patient, Gentlemen, and hear you. | 
Are you not Ferdinand ? © | 1 

Kap. Jam and theſe are Gentlemen of Quality, | 
That long have lov'd your Daughter and your Nicce.. | 
les. Don Cinthio this, and this Don Charmante, | 
The Vice-Roy's Nephews both. 
Tu Who found as Men—'twas impoſlible to enſoy em, 
nt And therefore try'd this Stratagem.— by 

ein 


68 | The Emperar of the Moon. 


Once only Fove was known in Story, W 

To viſit Semele in Glory. 8 th 

But fatal twas, he ſo enjoy'd her, ? 

Her own ambitious Flame deſtroy'd her. Br 
His Charms too fierce for Fleſh and Blood, A 

She dy'd embracing of her God, T 

We gentler Marks of Paſſion give, At 


The Maid we love, ſhall love and live; 
Whom viſibly we thus will grace, 
Above the reſt of human Race. 
Say, is't your Will that we ſhould wed her, 
And nightly in Diſguiſes bed her? 
Doct. She Glory is too great for mortal Wife. 
[ Kneels with Tranſport, 
Sten. What then remains but that we conſummate 
| This happy _— e in our ſplendid State? | 
. Ded. Thus low I kneel, in Thanks for this great 
-  Blefling. | 
[Cinthio takes Elaria by the Hand; Char» of 
mante, Bellemante ; two of the Singers i in 
White being Priefts, they lead em to the A. tet 
tur, the whole Company dividing on either 
Side. Where, while a Hymeneal Song is 
fang, the Prieft joins their Hands, The Song 
ended, and they marry'd, they come forth; 
but before they © come — Chariot. 
deſcend, one on one fide above, and the other 
on the other ſide; in which, is Harlequin, 
dreſs'd like a mock Hero, url others, and 
Searamouch in. the other, 4 'd fo in Hel. 


melts. 
Scar. Stay, mighty Emperor, and vouchſaſe to be Of 
the Umpire of our Difference. To 
[Cinthio few to Keplair: 1 
Leb. What are you? — 
Scar. Two neighbouring Princes to your vaſt Do« WW 4 
minion. Th; 
Har. Knights of the Sun, our honourable Title. e 
And fight foa that fair Mortal Mop/ophil. Th 


Mop. Bleſs us! ny two precious Lovers, II Wh 
Warrant; An 


The Emperor of the Moon. . 69 
warrant; well, I had better take up with one of 
them, than lye alone to-night. * 

Scar. Long as two Rivals we have lov'd and hop'd, 
Both equally endeavour'd, and both fail'd. | 
At laſt by joint Conſent, we both agreed 
To try our Titles by the Dint of Lance, 
And choſe your Mightineſs for Arbitrakor. 
Kip. The Emperor gives Conſent. 


Shields of Black, with golden Suns painted. 

The Muſick plays a fighting Tune. They fight: 

at Barriers, to the Tune.Harlequin ts . 

ten foiPd, but advances flill ; at laſt Scara- 

mouch throws him, and is Conqueror ; all 

give Tudgment for him. | . 

Xp. The Emperor pronounces you are Victor. — 

| [To Scar. 

Do8. Receive your Miſtreſs, Sir, as the Reward- 

of your undoubted Valour... [Preſents Mopſophil.. 

Scar. Your humble Servant, Sir, and Scaramouch 

returns you humble 'Thanks.— [Pati off his Helmet, 
Doc. Ha,—Scaramouch— . 
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1 [ Baxwls out, and falls in a Chair. They all go, 
1 ts him. | Jes 

3 My Heart miſgives me Oh, I am-undone and cheat- 
tr ed every way [ Bawling out. 


Kep. Be patient, Sir, and call up all your Virtue, 
You're only cur'd, Sir, of a Diſeaſe 
That long has reign'd over your nobler Faculties:. . . 
vir, I am your Phyſician, Friend and Counſellor ;- 
It was not in the Power of Herbs or Minerals, 
be of Reaſon, common Senſe, and right Religion, 
To draw you from an Error that unman'd you. 
Al; Doct. 1 will be patient, Gentlemen, and hear you. 
Are you not Ferdinand ? . | 
Do- K. 1 am—and theſe are Gentlemen of Quality, 
That long have lov'd your Daughter and your Nicce.. 
tles. Don Cinthio this, and this Don Charmante, 
The Vice-Roy's Nephews both. 
Tü VV ho found as Men—'twas impoſſible to enſoy em, 
nt; And therefore try'd this Stratagem.— Bu 
Rs. 


They both, all arm'd with gilded Lances and. 
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. Yet we ſhall love you, —ſerve you, and obey you 


Come, Sir, you ſhall no longer be impos'd upon. 


Wie had brought a Scandal on your learned Name, 
And all ſucceeding Ages had deſpis'd it. [He leaps ug,” 


\ © =—Moſt noble Youths — you've honour'd me with 
ſiſtances in this-glorious Miracle, I invite to-night to 
tation of all the Follies Fables have inſpir'd till now, 

| kind Degrees you cozen'd me— 


| Of all that writ, he was the wiſeſt Bard, who ſpoke 
this mighty Truth.— 


Ef ͤ III IK 18 An 2 / 
4 . , 
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© Cir. Sir, I beſeech you, mitigate your Grief 
Altho' indeed we are but mortal Mes, 4/4 


De#. Are not you then the Emperor of the Moon! 


And you the Prince of Thunderland ? 


Cin. There's no ſuch Perſon, Sir. 
Theſe Stories are the Phantoms of mad Brains, 
To puzzle Fools withal—the Wiſe laugh at em 


Docs. No Emperor of the Moon, —and no Moon 
World! _. | $5 

Char. Ridiculous Inventions. | 3 
If we'd not lov'd you you'd been ſtill impos'd on; 


- Doe. Burn all my Books, and let my Study blaze, 
Burn all to Aſhes, and be ſure the Wind 
Scatter the vile contagious monſtrous Lies. 
your Alliance, and you, and all your, Friends, Aſ- 
revel with me.— Come all and ſee my happy Recan- 
Be pleaſant to repeat your Story, to tell me by what 


I ſee there's nothing in Philoſopy— _ 
| 25 [Grawvely to Himſel. 


« He that knew all that ever Learning writ, 
Knew only this—that be knew nothing yet. 
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1 Spoken by Miſs e eee 


W T H our old Plays, as with dull Wife it 
fares, | : 

To whom you have been marry'd tedious Years, 

You cry—She's wond'rous good, it is confeſs'd, Yw\ 

But till *tis Chapon Bomilli at the beſt ; > 

That conſtant Diſh can never make a Feaſt: 

Yet the pall'd Pleaſure you muſt ſtill purſue, 

You give ſo ſmall Encouragement for new ; 

And who would drudge for ſuch a wretched Age? 

Who want the Bravery, to ſupport one Stage. 

The wiſer Wits have now new Meaſures ſet, 

And taken up new Trades, that they may hate, 

No more our nice fantaſtick Pleaſures ſerve, 

Your Pimps you pay, but let your Poets ſtarve. 

They long in vain for better ſage hop'd, 

Till quite undone and tir'd, they dropt and dropt; 

Not one is left will write for thin third Day, 

Like deſperate Pickeroons, n& Prize no Play; 

And when they've done their beſt, the Recompence, 

Is, damn the Sot, his Play wants common Senſe. 

Il-natur'd Wits, who can ſo ill requite, | 

The drudging Slaves that for your Pleaſure write. 
Look back on flouriſhing Rome, ye proud Ingrates, 

And ſee how the her thriving Poets treats : $3444 

Wiſely ſhe priz'd 'em at the nobleſt Rate, 3 

As neceſſary Miniſters of State, | : | 

And Contributions rais'd to make 'em great, | 

They from the publick Rank ſhe did maintain, 

And freed from Want, they only writ for Fame ; 

And were as uſeful in a City held, „ 

As formidable Armies in the Field. 

They but a Conqueſt over Men purſu'd, 

While theſe by gentle Force the Soul ſubdu d. 
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A greater Cæſar than we boaſt of now). 
Auguſtus reigns, but Poets ſtill are low. 


Not Rome ig all her happieſt Pomp cold new 5 


May Cæſar live, and while his mighty Hand 


Is ſcattering Plenty over all the Land/ 
With God-like Bounty recompencing all, 
Some fruitful Drops may on the Muſes fall; 
Since honeſt Pens do his juſt Cauſe afford 
Equal Advantage with the uſeful Sword. 
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Damesſtreet 


"> E Loyal Subject, a Trgi-Comedy, by Bear- 

4 ont and Fletcher, Price, 65 d. 

Every Man in his Humour, alter'd from Ben Johnſon 
by David Garrick, Eq; G6 d. 
Lethe, a Dramatick Satire, with the new Charactet 

of Lord Chalk/tone, by David Garrick, Eſq; 348 
Armſtrong's Poem on the Artof preſerving Health, rd. 
Maſon's Odes, 3 d. | * 4 
The Hiſtory: of Angria the Pirate, and his Predecef 

ſors, with an Account of the taking Fort Gerialg 

by Admiral #at/on and Colonel Clive, 6 d. 
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